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	1. Reality and Dreams

**This one is a bit of a risk. The characters are a little different, mostly just a little more wild and reckless. But here's hoping you'll enjoy it. It will have follow up stories, all fairly short in terms of number of chapters. Temptation, Irresistible and Delicious.**

Chapter 1 – Reality and Dreams

Hiccup sighed heavily as he finally escaped his apartment. Carly, his on again, off again, college girlfriend was not keen on him going out tonight. He couldn't remember the last time he went out drinking, properly drinking, with his friends. Probably not since the second year of college when Carly first came into their lives.  
>Hiccup had been more than happy working hard in the week and playing hard at the weekends with his friends, drinking and partying all through the first year of college. Then about a term into second year, he'd met Carly. She'd been a sweet, shy and all too cute literature student in her first year and Hiccup had been easily taken with her. But his relaxed and laid back attitude to partying quickly changed when they got involved, Carly didn't do those things at all. And if they went out, it was to quiet more mature sophisticated bars to drink decanted wine and discuss important matters.<br>He'd started seeing less of some of his friends after that became the norm.  
>But tonight was Heather's 25th birthday party and the old crowd was all getting back together for a wild night of proper drinking and partying and Hiccup had no intentions of missing out on it. Even the ever quiet and sophisticated Fishlegs was going with his high school sweetheart Rosie.<br>When he finally saw their old favourite haunt, The Berk Dragon, ahead he couldn't help a small smile. He'd passed many drunken hours in here with his friends, laughing, drinking, getting girls numbers, fooling around and planning his future of wild elaborate travels.  
>He'd had it all figured back then. He'd complete his degree, doing a year abroad as part of his training, then he'd go travelling around the world visiting all the places he'd dreamed of, going to all four corners of the globe and everywhere in between. He'd take his three legged half wolf, half husky, Toothless with him for some of it. And of course, somewhere on his travels he'd meet his dream girl.<p>

Now he'd completed his degree, passing with highest honours and was completing his masters in veterinary science and zoology, working as a lab tech in the local vets and living in an apartment with his college girlfriend who hated travelling anywhere.  
>He never did go to all four corners of the globe. He never did a year abroad as part of his studies. He never did any of it. Even Toothless had been restricted to less time with Hiccup. Between studying, work and a girlfriend with a mild allergy to dogs, Toothless just wasn't getting the affection and time he needed. So Hiccup only visited him a few times a week and he was now living between Hiccup's father's and his mother's houses.<br>Worse than the hatred of travel and the allergy to Toothless was that despite being a perfectly lovely girl, they had been on again and off again in their relationship for seven years. One of those years they'd not been together at all and had hardly seen each other. In another two of those years, they'd dated for a grand total of six weeks. And in two more, they'd dated on and off every other month. This year was their record since they first got together in college when they'd be together for nearly two terms. So far, they'd been together nearly the whole year without breaking up.  
>After the first few months went smoothly, she'd asked him to move in. And now, a number of months down the line, she was hinting, less than subtly, that she wanted a proposal. He could understand it; they'd totalled up a fair amount of time together even if it was spread out... But given their pattern for breaking up, he didn't want to do anything until he was sure.<br>On top of that, she couldn't tolerate Toothless for long, and not just because he made her sneeze sometimes, and that was something Hiccup just couldn't quite get over. Toothless had been his best friend since he rescued the big black half breed at fifteen, not long before he had to under-go an operation to remove the lower half of his left leg due to a cancerous lump. Toothless had been the best therapy. The three-legged half wolf still wanted to run and play despite his missing leg and somehow, it gave Hiccup the strength to do the same. If Carly could understand how crucial Toothless was, to let him live with them, then maybe he could marry her.  
>Fishlegs thought he should. He was always saying, "You've got a great girl right here, and she's real flesh and blood! Stop chasing the dream, the fantasy girl and be glad for what you have." He had a point. Hiccup had always dreamed of his ideal girl, the 'fantasy girl', the 'dream girl'. In his dreams, she'd always been blonde, athletic, adventurous, charming, funny, sarcastic, intelligent... She loved to travel, loved animals, especially Toothless, and was challenging in all the best ways... And she always looked smoking hot in those private moments.<br>Carly was almost the exact opposite. She was a brunette, very sweet but not at all adventurous or sarcastic, she wasn't into travelling and she loved animals like rabbits that were fluffy and cute rather than overly soppy half wolves. She wasn't challenging or charming, just sweet and innocent in her nature, gentle and kind. She was great... But she wasn't, well, the dream.

With another sigh, he walked into the bar at last. He was immediately greeted by loud music and laughter. Just like college and senior year of high school, he thought with a grin.  
>"Hiccup! You made it!" Heather cried hurrying over. She wore a short purple party dress that sparkled in the light, her raven hair curled loosely."Where's Carly?" She asked hugging him tightly. He hugged her back smiling broadly at the sight of his old friend in their favourite bar.<br>"Happy birthday Heather!" He said as she let him go. "Carly says happy birthday too, and she said she might try and stop by later but she's..."  
>"Made up an excuse because she hates these kind of nights?" Heather asked, saying exactly what they both knew was true but tried not to admit. He nodded smiling crookedly and she sighed. "I love her, she's a lovely girl, but can't she ever just, loosen up? Just for once? Oh, Tuff and the boys are over there. Just a heads up, Tuff swears he's getting you hammered tonight so, you know, watch out. Ruff said she had to go fetch something which has me worried!" She added laughing somewhat nervously. Hiccup laughed back.<br>"If it's anything like what she had at her party, you have reason!" He grinned. He'd only been there a matter of minutes, then Ruff revealed her great surprise, and Carly dragged him out of there without a second's hesitation.  
>"Hiccup!" Tuff yelled from beside the bar. "Get your ass over here and do a shot with us! You haven't done one in seven years!" Hiccup grinned at Heather and walked over to join his other friends, affectionately called Tuffnut, Snotlout (don't ask) and Fishlegs.<br>"One shot, then I'm on beer only." Hiccup said and Tuff blew a raspberry.  
>"Whhhhyyy?" He whined.<br>"Because Carly hates him drinking hard liquor and doing shots, that's why." Fishlegs pointed out taking a gulp of his beer. His high-school sweetheart, Rosie was sat beside him drinking what Hiccup assumed was diet coke. Rosie was incredibly sweet, very pretty and one those round cuddly girls. She was funny and caring but always very self-conscious because she was round and, as Tuff had once put it, curvy.  
>"But Carly ain't here right now! Come on, live a little! You used to be fun!" Tuff said. Hiccup laughed, it was a little false, he hated that he wasn't 'fun' anymore.<br>"One shot. Carly will flip else. Sorry bro." Tuff blew another raspberry and shoved a shot to Hiccup. Then the two of them and Snotlout all downed the shot together after Tuff proclaimed  
>"Here's to fun Hiccup! If he still exists!" They all laughed loudly as Ruff suddenly strode back into the bar yelling loudly.<br>"Heather! I bought you a present!"  
>"Oh god... Ruff no! Not if it's..."<br>"Hey girlfriend." A new voice said and Heather screamed as Ruff stepped aside.  
>"Oh my fucking god!" She cried charging at the newcomer and flinging her arms around them. Tuff was smirking but Hiccup couldn't see who it was through the throngs of people.<br>"Where have you BEEN?!" Heather cried  
>"Where haven't I been?" The stranger laughed. "I'll tell you all about it sometime."<br>"I can't believe you're here!"  
>"I wasn't going to miss my girl's twenty-fifth birthday when I already missed her sweet sixteen, her eighteenth and her twenty-first!"<br>"It's been years!"  
>"Ten years nearly! We were sixteen last time we saw each other! It was the summer after you left!"<br>"Oh my god it was! What happened to that guy you met? Michael?"  
>"Oh eurgh! Heather I was sixteen! He's long gone! Then there was Theo and then Eret. He's the most recent."<br>"Are you two still together?"  
>"Nah, we hooked up when I was just out of high school and he was working at the boat club. He was already twenty by then. We were together for about a year, then mutual break up."<br>"What happened?"  
>"We just realised we weren't enjoying each other's company anymore. We stayed in touch though. He's somewhere in the Caribbean on his catamaran right now. I've had a few casual affairs since then though."<br>"Wow... Oh! There's someone you have to meet! Hiccup! Hiccup! Come over here!"  
>"Hiccup?"<br>"It's a nickname."  
>"I gathered, is this your guy then?"<br>"What Hiccup? No! He's my boy, but there's no messy history. We're just old friends. Oh Hiccup, come meet my childhood bestie. This is my girl, Astrid."

Hiccup had walked over somewhat reluctantly, but then Heather had moved aside to reveal the girl she'd been talking to and his heart had skipped a beat.  
>Before him stood perhaps the most gorgeous girl he'd ever set eyes on. She was average height with a slim athletic build, wearing a pair of slightly tattered tiny black shorts with a bright blue tank top. Her blonde hair was curling and waving wildly, clipped up in a high ponytail. Her eyes sparkled like sapphires and were as blue as the sky on a cloudless day with all the depth and mystery of the deepest blue oceans. Her legs were bare and unbelievably enticing to look at, long and slender with perfect muscle toning and Hiccup couldn't help wondering what those legs would look like wrapped around him. To top the unbelievably casual sexy look she was sporting, she wore a pair of battered and beaten high top sneakers on her feet and her lips were such a delicious shade of red that Hiccup wanted to sink his teeth into the lower one and suck on it hard.<br>He hardly even heard Heather introduce them; he was just trying to get his head around the fact that this girl, this gorgeous sexy goddess, was _her_. This was the girl who had, quite literally, haunted his dreams, lingered in his most intimate thoughts since he was a teenager. This was his fantasy girl. His dream girl.  
>"Hello there Hiccup." She said, flashing a brilliant smile at him. "How do you know my girl then?"<br>"Err, hi... Hi! I met Heather back in high school." He stuttered slightly. Shit. Stuttering? He hadn't stuttered since he was sixteen! "You, you guys are childhood friends right?"  
>"Yup, we used to run around causing all-sorts of trouble on base. Then her parents decided to pack that life in and fuck off to Berk when we were fifteen and I was without my girl!"<br>"Hey, I came to see you that summer!"  
>"And that was the last time I saw you!" Astrid laughed. God that was a beautiful sound. It wasn't some cutesy little soft laugh like Carly, it was loud and real.<br>"You're the one who ran off on an adventure!" Heather protested, smiling broadly. Astrid grinned suddenly and Hiccup nearly died, it was so playful and teasing and utterly delicious.  
>"I ran off with Eret at nineteen. We spent just over a year travelling. I came home to study when I was twenty and by twenty one I'd packed up my shit and fucked off for good. Course, Eret and I broke up before I came home."<br>"You went travelling?" Hiccup asked her shocked, that was another check on the dream girl list.  
>"Still am gorgeous." She said winking at him. God she was brilliant, charming, playful... check, check, check... "That's why I look a bit of a mess. Ruff, is it, picked me up straight from the airport. Just got back from a crazy hike through Spain. Was amazing though." He was gawking at her, he was sure, but he didn't care.<br>"So, what made you leave for good then?" Heather asked her.  
>"Well, Uncle Finn died fighting in Iraq not long after you went back to Berk, so then it really was back to living with my parents full-time, off base and stuff. I finished high school, with good grades surprisingly since I skipped most of the year after he died with one thing and another. Then obviously I met Eret after I finished when he was working at the boat club and I was dancing on the bar. We hit it off, then he told me about his boat, we'd hooked up by this point and we left to go travelling." She said calmly. "When I got back, I tried to go back to living with my folks and being an obedient daughter..." Heather snorted at that comment. "But I got tired of that pretty quickly, so I put most my stuff in storage, packed a few key things, a handful of clothes and hopped on the first flight out of there!" She grinned wildly at both of them and Hiccup couldn't help but be awed.<br>"That sounds incredible As, but my adoring fans are calling me so can we catch up properly later? You should talk to Hiccup, you guys might have a lot in common." She said winking at Hiccup before walking away, leaving him to talk to this goddess. She flashed him a brilliantly stunning smile.  
>"You drink?"<br>"Yeah but..."  
>"Great! I want to get plastered and you're coming with me!" She didn't give him a chance to argue. She dragged him to the bar by his wrist and ordered two shots of vodka, shoving one into his hand and downing the other. He hesitated for a second and then tipped the liquid down his throat.<br>"What was that?!" She exclaimed laughing, her eyes dancing playfully. "That's not how you do a shot! Try again!" And she shoved another into his hand and this time he pounded it back. "That's more like it!" She laughed downing her own.  
>"Pretty little girl like you shouldn't be pounding back the vodka like that." Said Snotlout, walking over, his eyes scanning her body hungrily. For some reason that bothered Hiccup. Astrid though slammed down her glass and swung round to look at Snotlout hard before ordering a dozen more shots.<br>"Alright big man, although actually you look pretty small compared to Hiccup here, bet you _are_ small and that's just no fun so don't try it." She taunted "Let's see how well you do against this 'pretty little girl'"  
>"Deal!" He said grinning and sitting on a bar stool to do shots with her. Snotlout had always been pretty good at shot games in their youth, Hiccup wondered if he was still as good at them now. Snotlout had managed to get three back by the time Astrid had done her six. They carried on until Snotlout admitted defeat, wobbling and nearly falling off his stool whilst she remained firm and steady if a little giggly on hers.<br>"That was impressive!" Hiccup laughed accepting a glass of scotch. "Where did you learn and master that art?" She giggled again.  
>"I travelled with a sailor and went drinking with him and his friends for a year remember? You have to drink hard! But the Russians were the best teachers. They were competitive but after a while, I could just about keep pace with them, still lasting longer than Eret."<br>"That is fucking crazy." He laughed back. She was just constantly surprising him.  
>"I'm a crazy kind of girl!" she said through laughter. "Alright Hiccup... What's your story? Brief summary only, I like to read the novel in my own time. I need a summary to know if it's worth reading." He shook his head grinning madly at her. She was crazy. Brilliant, beautiful and utterly gobsmacking. And she wasn't shy either. He wondered if that was due to the alcohol, but he doubted it.<br>"Alright, total dweeb and dork until I was about seventeen when I suddenly grew and became, to quote Ruff, 'hot'. I had an operation when I was fifteen because I had cancer in my left leg..."  
>"You're a cancer survivor? Wow."<br>"Not wow, it's an easy treat. They just chop off the cancerous bit and... WOAH WOAH what are you doing?!" He exclaimed as she exclaimed  
>"You're a prosthetic wearer?!" and tugged at the hem of his left pant leg. She laughed at his reaction. "Easy tiger, I don't milk the cow until I'm sure I like it. I'm just looking!" He felt his ears burn at her comments.<br>"Can you not? I'm not really comfortable with everyone seeing it. I mean, I didn't used to worry so much... It actually used to be pretty good source of sympathy with the ladies back in college... But now..."  
>"Oh quit whining! I grew up on an army base. I've seen limbless people before!" She kept tugging until he finally sighed and shifted the leg so she could see. "That is fucking awesome! I've never seen one this advanced!" She said, running a long finger over its surface. Hiccup tried not to think about her running her finger over anything else. "And you've had this since you were fifteen?"<br>"Not this model no. I had a different one for about two years. I upgraded to this at about seventeen eighteen. I designed it myself."  
>"No fucking way?!" She asked looking at it more intently.<br>"Well I needed to change things for specific purposes, so yeah. I designed it and had it made with some help from my dad's partner."  
>"That's completely crazy! So what does your dad's partner do?" She asked, gently caressing the upper bit of his prosthetic, sending his mind wild with dangerous reckless ideas.<br>"He's a trained blacksmith, but he runs the local garage fixing cars, mostly old classics. Gobber's Garage. Real original I know, but he makes a fair bit on them. We fixed up an old Mustang the other week. A real beauty."  
>"You work in the garage too?"<br>"Well he trained me to fix old cars since I was a kid, taught me how to work in a blacksmiths forge, so yeah, sometimes I still go help out, then I get to take a cut of the profit. But I'm currently working as a lab tech in the local vet surgery."  
>"Seriously? That's amazing."<br>"Yeah, completing my masters in veterinary science and zoology as well."  
>"Wow so you're still a dork but just a hot one?"<br>"I guess you could say that." He chuckled, watching her carefully and doing his upmost best not to picture her doing similar actions to a different part of his body. "My mum is a zoologist so I guess I get it from her. My dad just runs a big ole business."  
>"That's still pretty cool. I've got to ask... Your dad is..?"<br>"Gay? Nah, I think he and Gobber have a history, but Gobber, well he's basically my other dad, so he's my dad's partner in that they live together. But I don't think there's any kinky stuff going on anymore. But to be honest, I'm too afraid to ask."  
>"And your mum?"<br>"Came back into my life about five years ago, she travels around a bit working with animals in different places. She lives around here right now which caused some serious tension at first. She hadn't seen my dad for twenty years."  
>"Ouch. So she left when you were just a baby?"<br>"Yeah, I've never really known why. I think she got post partum depression pretty bad and threw herself into her career and then couldn't cope with staying with my dad, Gobber and baby me and left."  
>"That really sucks." She said, her eyes still scanning the prosthetic, fingers still rubbing it. God she was going to give him a real problem in a minute.<br>"Yeah but I was too young to remember. And hey, I thought you only wanted a summary? That's peeking into the first chapter!" He said with a playful grin. Her eyes suddenly flicked up to his face and she clapped a hand to her forehead in mock annoyance.  
>"Oh shit! I didn't mean to read the first chapter I swear! Not even the prologue, which I'd say it was. Ok, summary. Summary."<br>"No way, you peeked at the prologue, now I get to peek at yours." She raised a blonde eyebrow and gave him a devilish smile.  
>"Oh is that how it is?" She finally let go of his leg and he quickly covered it breathing a small sigh of relief. "Alright, tit for tat it is. You can already see my legs so I think that's fair, if though you're wanting something a little more discreet... Oh here!" She turned around tugged the back of her shirt up slightly to reveal a pale scar about two inches long on her back. "My third, no second favourite scar! I have another I like better but it goes where I'm not showing." She said, her voice teasing and coy. Fuck his mind was wandering around her again.<br>"You have many scars?"  
>"Uh huh. It's only fun if you get a scar out of it."<br>"No kidding right, pain... love it" He said sarcastically and she gave another one of those smiles.  
>"Sarcasm looks good on you. And I like my scars, but yours is far more impressive. Maybe someday I'll let you count them all." He went still and stared at her. She was not shy at all was she? She'd already said some went where she wouldn't reveal so to count them would mean... Oh fuck... "Ok, a peek into my prologue... Ok, I don't get on great with my parents... We used to live with my uncle on army base... But he and my dad are the kind of brothers who don't really love each other so my parents moved off base when I was like, 8? But because I didn't get on great with them, and my uncle was epic, I spent most of my time living with him on base, then he'd take a turn to go on tour and serve abroad so I'd be stuck with my family again but they'd move into his army house because it was much nicer. Heather was my best friend as you know. I've got a degree in psychology and biology combined. I've worked most my life on the bar, yes on, not behind. I danced, I poured shots into my belly button and I poured vodka into the waiting mouths of gawking sailors." She paused. "That enough of a peek?" He started for a full thirty seconds, picturing her dancing on the bar and doing shots off her stomach which looked beautifully toned under that very tight tank top...<br>"What? Yeah... That'll do for now." She smiled still more mischievously.  
>"You picturing me on the bar now gorgeous?"<br>"What! No of course not..." She raised an eyebrow at him again and swung a slender leg onto his lap and he swallowed hard draining the last dregs of his scotch.  
>"You're really not picturing it?"<br>"Yeah... alright I was." He mumbled, now unable to stop staring at the slender leg on his lap. It was taking every last ounce of self control he had not to run his fingers over it as she'd done with his prosthetic moments ago.  
>"I thought so." She said smugly with a hint of satisfaction in her smile. "Alright, your summary!" She said raising a fresh glass of drink, a martini by the looks of it, and a dirty one. "Dirty, and shaken not stirred." She said noting his glance to her drink. She swung her other leg up to join the one on his lap and waved to indicate he should continue. He just stared at the gorgeous legs in front of him and tried to find somewhere to put his hands that wasn't her exposed tanned skin.<br>"Alright err... So yeah. I had the leg taken... I'm training to be proper veterinary surgeon and my dream is to be able to work with wild animal species too. I have a pet three legged, very soppy, half wolf called Toothless..."She nearly spat out the sip of drink she'd just taken.  
>"You have a pet half wolf?!" She exclaimed in surprise. He readied himself for the endless belittling saying how dangerous it was and such. "That's the coolest thing ever! Is he all grey and white?!" He looked at her in surprise, her eyes were bright and she seemed genuinely serious and he found himself grinning... a check on the list again.<br>"No, he's all black with big green eyes and the soppiest look ever. He's very good at puppy eyes and begging for food."  
>"Oh my god! Can I see him?!"<br>"Errr sure, I've got a photo on my phone..." She chuckled.  
>"I meant in the flesh silly! But I'd like to see a photo too!"<br>"Oh right well, he's staying with my dad currently. No pets allowed in the apartment I have."  
>"Well that sucks! Do you think I could meet him though?"<br>"I guess so. I mean, I don't see why not. He loves meeting people, mostly in the hope they'll make a fuss of him and give him food." He got out his phone and began scrolling through the photos looking for a good one of Toothless, his stomach lurching when he saw photos of Carly. He had a girlfriend. He had a girlfriend. He had a... what was he doing again? He handed the phone over when he found a collection of photos of the half wolf running around in a field, chasing butterflies mostly.  
>"Oh my god! He's gorgeous! Look at that face! Oh... oh that is priceless, the butterfly on his nose?! That was a lucky capture!" She laughed happily as she looked through them. "He's amazing!" She told him passing back the phone. The picture still there was one of him hugging Toothless as he slobbered all over his cheek. Hiccup smiled at the memory.<br>"Yeah he really is. I rescued him when I was fifteen. But he had to have his leg amputated shortly before I did. We kind of became inseparable after that. He was better than any therapy for getting me back on my feet."  
>"I can imagine, I mean, he went through the same thing, he can empathise!"<br>"That's what I always felt. He understood when I just couldn't get over it not being there. We kind of just got each other through."  
>"Amazing. Completely amazing." She confessed. "Another drink?"<br>"No I really shouldn't..."  
>"Come on! Where's your sense of fun?! You're in your twenties! This is the prime of your life! You've got no concerns, like kids, this is the time TO get drunk and party, before you can't do it anymore! Live a little, feel alive. Be alive with me." She leaned forward as she said the last few words, her voice dropping slightly in tone, her eyes dancing in the light, tempting him forwards himself. He could smell faint traces of vanilla and honey on her, her lips looked so wonderfully inviting. He wanted to be alive. To remember what it felt like to live. He wanted to be alive with her.<br>She was close, so unbelievably, dangerously, brilliantly close. He could see the faint shimmer on her lips but there was no obvious stickiness of gloss or lipstick. He could make out soft freckles kissing the bridge of her nose and the tops of her cheeks. He could probably count every eyelash. God she was beautiful.  
>Temptation is a dangerous thing. And he knew somewhere in the back of his mind, he shouldn't be tempted at all... But it was impossible not to be.<br>"Let's be alive together." She breathed. How were her lips so close to his? He didn't remember leaning forwards that much, but he would never forget closing the gap and slipping her upper lip between his.  
>It was tender at first, sweet, harmless... But temptation is a delicious thing and within moments of their lips meeting, they were moving their mouths against each other, applying just a little more force as his hands slid up her leg and up her back to hold the back of her neck and hers slid up his chest gripping his shirt and pulling him closer.<br>She tasted so sweet, the faint traces of alcohol still on her lips, or was it on his? It was delicious and somehow her lips just melted into his like they were meant to be there, like a piece of puzzle he never knew he'd been missing. She was meant to fit here with him, she just felt right. Everything about her felt right and Hiccup was half convinced he'd wake up any minute now in a wet patch in his bed. After all, she was the girl from his dreams, how could he not expect to wake up? His fingers tangled in her blonde locks, savouring the moment, the taste, the sheer bliss of living, of taking a chance. It had been too long since he kissed a relative stranger in a bar, in this bar. That was the trouble with having a long running on again off again relationship, you didn't get to do that and even when you were single you didn't do much because you never knew if you'd be together again and... WHAT WAS HE DOING?! He had a girlfriend! He was still dating Carly! And he was sitting here kissing the girl of his dreams. It was so wrong but so right. So right and so wrong. He couldn't keep kissing her, but he couldn't stop. It was addictive, needed... He fought to regain control of his brain and pull away from her, slightly breathless, heavy lidded and regretting leaving her lips already.  
>"I'm sorry. I'm so sorry. I shouldn't have..." He stuttered. She smiled at him.<br>"Hiccup, you don't have to be sorry. It was a good kiss, I thoroughly enjoyed myself..."  
>"I have a girlfriend!" He blurted out feeling immensely guilty. He shouldn't have done it, he should have told her sooner. Why didn't he mention <em>that<em> in his summary?! She'd hate him forever now and his one shot with his dream girl was gone. He could practically see the opportunity shrinking into the distance. Wait what opportunity?! She swung her legs off him and sat up straight, her beautiful features shifting.  
>"What?!"<br>"I know, I'm sorry. I'm so sorry. I have a girlfriend and..."  
>"And you thought you'd just what, use me for kicks?! I don't do guys with girlfriends!"<br>"No no! That's not what this was! I swear!"  
>"So what the hell was it?!"<br>"I just got caught up in the moment and I'm sorry. You are beautiful and bold and amazing and all these things I dreamed of having in a girl... and I've been in the same old on again off again relationship for years, never going out or anything and suddenly I remembered how fun living was and I was just captivated by you and... god I'm so sorry. I'm such an awful person!" She sighed heavily as he put his head in his hands.  
>"No you're an idiot is all. Look, you stopped it. It could have been worse. It could have been a lot worse. It was a kiss. It's pretty harmless. Don't worry." But it wasn't <em>just <em>a kiss. Not to him anyway. There was something much more there. Did she not feel it? "Let's just forget it tonight ok? It's in the past. It never happened alright? We'll clear the air better when we're much more sober and there's less tension and music."  
>"Really?"<br>"Yeah, you don't seem like a jerk to me. You look far too guilty for that. So," she shrugged "we let it go. Ok?"  
>"Thank you... I mean that. You're, amazing. No other girl would ever let it go." She gave a one shouldered shrug.<br>"It's fine. Everyone does stupid things in their life. At least you can cross kissing a stranger in a bar when you shouldn't off your list." He gave a nervous chuckle. "So tell me about this girlfriend of yours then. Is she prettier than me?" That dangerous glint was back in her eyes and Hiccup didn't know if he was safe to answer.  
>"Well err... She's different to you." She grinned still more.<br>"You'd be single if she heard that." She teased. "You always say your girlfriend is prettier without hesitation." _But she isn't_, he thought miserably. Was he cursed? Why did he have to meet the actually living embodiment of his dream girl now? Why not in those times when he and Carly were on a break? Or way before he met Carly?  
>"So you guys are in an on again off again kind of relationship?" She asked taking another sip from her drink.<br>"Yeah... Been that way for years now. We date, we break up, we date, we break up... Same old story." He sighed heavily and waved for another drink.  
>"Years? How have you not given up? I'd have caved long ago, maybe you guys are just stronger though..."<br>"I dunno. It was always easy and safe with her. You know? She's a sweet girl and we get on well, sure we have our differences but we get by... We'd break up and then run into each other and start the cycle all over again, and then you end up sitting around waiting for it to start again because by that point it's the norm."  
>"That does not sound like a fun way to live. Have you not..?"<br>"I've not had anyone since my first year of college pretty much. I mean, the first term of second year I had a few hook-ups, but then Carly came into my life and everything changed."  
>"Is she THE one then?" He'd been dreading this question. Was Carly THE one? Honestly? No. Was she likely to be the best he'd be able to get? Probably. Did he see himself spending his life with her? ... Honestly... It was a little hard to see, like a blurred photo where you just can't quite make it out. It didn't give him a rush of butterflies that made him feel elated. It just made him feel those wings flutter in a panic and feel like someone was chaining up his insides. No, she wasn't the one.<br>"Well I mean, she could be... I mean we err, we might someday... if we iron out some issues and err... It would mean giving up a couple of childhood dreams but who doesn't give those up and.."  
>"So she's not then."<br>"Whaa... no that's not what I said..."  
>"You didn't have to." She sighed and put down her drink shifting closer to him again. "If she was the one, your eyes would have lit up at the thought, you wouldn't have needed those extra moments to query it... you wouldn't have even considered kissing me."<br>"But she could be..." He tried to protest but she shook her head at him, she was dangerously close again and those wafts of honey and vanilla hit him like a freight train.  
>"No she can't. Look, when you find THE one, you'll just... know."<br>"But how?" He asked, almost pleadingly. He'd asked his own father in his youth, but he didn't usually get more than a grunt or two back. "How do you know?" She bit her lip and god did he want to bite it himself.  
>"Well, when you find the one... suddenly everything will make sense, all those love songs and sappy poems you never understood properly, will just suddenly make complete sense. You'll get butterflies in your chest and stomach when you look at them, when you think of them." He had butterflies right now. "You'll just, finish each others' sentences by instinct alone. Every touch feels like electric, like a fire burning inside your chest and lightning sparking over your skin." Her hand was on his and he could practically feel the electricity sparking over his flesh and lighting a fresh new flame in his chest. "You'll get stupidly happy when you see them and drink in their words even if you don't listen properly, just because you need to hear their voice." Could he record her talking? Besides, he might need to play this back to remember for future reference. "And when you kiss," Was he imagining it or had her voice dropped with a small sigh of bliss? "when you kiss, it'll just feel like the planets are all aligned. It'll feel like your lips were made to be together, melting into each other. Your bodies just fit like pieces of a puzzle." He wanted so badly to pull her into his lap and see how well she fit there with him; her lips had felt so right between his. "When you're together, it will feel different to anyone you've had before. You'll feel complete and totally satisfied with hardly any urgency and roughness because you're just meant to be together." She wasn't looking at his face now and one hand had migrated up to his chest. Her eyes were glazed, her voice soft and almost wistful as she just stared at a spot on his shirt. "You'll move together like you're one body that was torn in two, your hearts will beat in synch and somehow, everything just fits, everything is just right." He just stared at her, his lips parted, breath quickening, heart rate increasing beneath her hand. She looked up at him slowly, her expression mirrored his own. "You won't have to iron out issues because there aren't any. And anything that crops up trying to cause a problem will soon be resolved. You want the same things in life so there's no need to give up on dreams." His eyes locked onto hers, trying to peer through the depths of those blue waters rolling within them to see her soul. Surely, surely she could see his? He felt sure he was exposed to her, completely exposed. Did she feel this too? He hoped she did, but was that worse?<br>"So, is that... is that how you know?" He asked, not daring to break eye-contact, hardly able to speak at all. She gave a small nod.  
>"I think so. I've not you know... experienced it personally..." Her voice was so soft, so different to what he'd heard before. He let the hand she wasn't touching move to hold the one currently on his chest. "Does she give you any of those feelings?"<br>"No." It wasn't the answer he'd intended to give, but it was true.  
>"Does she want what you do? Does she accept your dreams and goals?"<br>"No."  
>"Does she..."<br>"No. I can already tell you that'll be the answer. Like I said, she's great but..."  
>"...she's not the one for you."<br>"No. I guess, I guess maybe she's not." Again, Astrid shook her head.  
>"There's no guessing. She either is or isn't."<br>"How can you be so sure?"  
>"Because we all have a past Hiccup. And we've all learned, however hard it was at the time, if something just wasn't right."<br>"So you..."  
>"I've had my fair share of experiences. And I might not have it totally figured out yet, but I know what's not right so that's the place to start." She gave a small shrug and moved away from him again, taking another sip from her glass and licking her lips. Was she doing it deliberately? Was she trying to taunt him? "Besides, I'm not really worried about the marriage and kids thing."<br>"You don't want that?" His stomach dropped a little. He wanted that stuff, just not _yet_.  
>"It's not that it's... I should have said, I'm not really worried about the marriage and kids thing, yet. Would I like to settle down one day? Yeah maybe. But I want to do all these things I couldn't do with a child on my hip first. Like... I want to dive in the Great Barrier Reef, and climb Everest..."<br>"Stand on top of the volcano in Hawaii..." He chimed in  
>"Yes! And then spend a day lying on its beaches doing absolutely nothing."<br>"Visit the North pole just to sing On Top of the World..."  
>"Go to New Orleans for Mardi Gras..."<br>"...and wake up the next day covered in beads with a headache." She laughed at that.  
>"Go to Australia!" She exclaimed suddenly<br>"... And spend Christmas day sunbathing!"  
>"Go to Paris to climb the Eiffel Tower and drink fine French wines that taste like crap..."<br>"... Wash it down with a crepe and ride the Orient Express through Europe."  
>"Absolutely! Eat spaghetti and meatballs in Italy..."<br>"... Take a ride in a Gondola in Venice."  
>"And go to the place where the lights touch the Earth, in the most remote forests of Canada where wolves run wild and bay at the moon..."<br>"... listening to them howl whilst sitting by a log fire in some little shack lodge thing in the middle of nowhere..."  
>"... Just savouring the moment and the freedom of the place." They both gave a happy sigh at the thought and looked at each other. She gave a sudden smile that was a little bashful. "You really want to travel huh?" He rubbed the back of his neck awkwardly.<br>"Since I was a kid." He admitted. "I planned to do a year abroad during my degree, you know, get experience in the field, but then I met Carly and that just didn't happen."  
>"Well why not?" She asked sitting forward, a questioning look on her face.<br>"Carly didn't want me to go away for that long. We spent a number of months apart that year anyway in the end, we'd break up every other month."  
>"You should have gone anyway. Why not go after you finished your degree?"<br>"That was always my plan, I worked during college, I had the money. I always intended to earn my degree, then take at least a year or two out to travel, working along the way, gaining experience and doing the things I'd always dreamed of."  
>"So why didn't you? And if you say because of Carly I'm going to pound the last of my Martini just to slam it on the bar and call bullshit." He gave her a sheepish grin.<br>"You'd better pound it then." And she did, slamming it down and calling, very loudly  
>"BULLSHIT!" A few party guests turned to look at her and Hiccup saw Ruff laugh. "Sorry but that's bullshit. In a number of ways. Would you like me to list them?"<br>"That's really not neces..."  
>"One; you should never give up on something you desperately want for anyone. If they're worth it, they'll either join you or wait."<br>"Astrid really it's..."  
>"Two; if you really did want to go, you'd have done it regardless. You were scared, scared to go out there, scared to lose her because to use your words, she was 'safe' even though she was your on again off again girlfriend."<br>"Yeah maybe I should have..."  
>"Three; if she really does care about you, she'll go with you. She won't stop you because it's something you <em>need<em> to do. Not just something you want."  
>"Ok I get the picture. I should have gone..."<br>"Should have yes. But what's stopping you from going now?"  
>"I'm in the middle of finishing my masters degree."<br>"So why not go after that?"  
>"Because Carly hates travelling, she doesn't really like the idea."<br>"So fuck her. Go anyway."  
>"I can't Astrid! Don't you get it? I'm in a long term relationship. It's a give and take thing. You compromise! I can't just up and leave her behind! Relationships, adult relationships, don't work like that!" At this point she stood up and squared right up to him.<br>"First off Hiccup... I know relationships are a two way street with give and take." She prodded him in the chest. "But answer me this, what have you given up or changed for her? How many things?" He paused to think... Toothless couldn't live with him, he spent less time with him now, he gave up his year abroad, his years after, he gave up going out drinking with his friends, gave up on the parties and the messing around playing bar games, he gave up riding his motor bike so much, he practically threw out half his wardrobe... "That's what I thought. And what has she given up or changed for you?" He thought hard. She must have given up loads for him. She was too sweet to be all take. She let him move in so that counted right? She err... She'd... Huh... He was struggling here. "Again, that's what I thought. So now answer me this Hiccup. If you've given up so much, if you've changed so much for her, and she hasn't done the same for you, has she compromised?" Well she let him see Toothless, and he didn't have to sell the bike, he just kept it at his dad's place. "Is it really an adult relationship if you're the one making all the sacrifices? Is it really an adult relationship if you're pretending to be someone else for her?" He looked at her sharply. He wasn't a fake! He'd never been a fa... Ok yes back in college he and Tuff would try a few scams when they'd had a few to drink to see if they could pull... but he wasn't fake in a relationship!  
>"Hey I'm no fake!"<br>"Oh really? So where's your girlfriend?"  
>"At home, she didn't want to come out, she doesn't like these sorts of nights..."<br>"And you do, lie number one."  
>"That's not it! I used to do this stuff all the time, I've just, matured."<br>"Yeah I bet you have. Drinking and kissing me was totally mature."  
>"You said we could forget that!"<br>"And we can, but you won't." He hissed slightly, was it that obvious? "Want to know why?"  
>"Enlighten me." He drawled sarcastically. She narrowed her eyes.<br>"Because it was a good kiss. A really fucking good kiss. And you know it. You haven't kissed anyone but her in years and you enjoyed it. You wanted it and you won't forget it in a hurry because deep down, you aren't totally happy with her and you keep lying to yourself, trying to convince yourself you are." Why did she have to be standing so damned close? Why did she smell so fucking good? Why had he drunk another thing of scotch? Why did he want to kiss her again even though he was with Carly? Why was she right? No she wasn't right, he was happy with Carly... But he wanted to fuck Astrid so badly right now. That was the alcohol. Definitely the alcohol. No wonder Carly hated him drinking. But did that mean she didn't trust him? Wasn't a relationship meant to work on mutual trust? Did she have reason? Not before tonight. "If you really were one hundred percent happy with her, you wouldn't have kissed me. You wouldn't still be wanting to. And you wouldn't be thinking about fucking me right now." Could she read his mind or something?! How else could she possibly know he was thinking about that? He wasn't hard was he? He chanced a brief glance, not yet. Half of him wanted to grab her roughly by her hips and then use one hand to push her mouth down onto his again; the other half knew it was a bad idea.  
>"I'm not thinking about that. I won't deny you're attractive; I'd be stupid to try. But I'm happy with my girlfriend."<br>"Is that so? One hundred percent, completely, incandescently fairy tale ending happy?" She asked. He gritted his teeth and nodded.  
>"Yup. Totally." This time she closed the gap, she slipped between his legs and pressed in close. She was going to kiss him again. He made to kiss her back, to taste those delicious lips again, to be tempted by their beckoning shimmer, but she stopped a mere breath from his lips. He felt a wave of frustration at being deprived of her lips and she smiled smugly, leaning back away from him.<br>"I knew you were lying."  
>"Was not." He muttered, feeling a little ashamed and embarrassed and very stupid for being deceived.<br>"Don't make me prove you wrong again Hiccup." She laughed. He had half a mind to pull her forwards so she was pressed right against his crotch. No no, that would be very bad. No more alcohol. Clearly his tolerance levels had dropped or something. Or maybe the sexy blonde between his legs was just worth a whole bottle of scotch in units and a taste of her had him drunk off his ass. She took a couple more steps back and he fought against the urge to stop her.  
>"Ok... Rant over. All I was trying to say is that, well... If you want to travel, you should. Ask her to go with you. Try to compromise, because else, you'll resent her for it later. Just a piece of advice for you." He didn't look at her. He was trying not to consider the truth in her words, or risk her seeing how much he wanted her in his eyes.<br>"Right yeah..."  
>"DID YOU GET HICCUP TO DRINK SCOTCH?!" Tuff yelled loudly as he and the others came over, Snotlout still wobbling a little from his shot match against Astrid. She laughed.<br>"Yeah I did. He sort of opted for it."  
>"Impressive, we haven't been able to get him to drink properly in years!"<br>"Guess I just have a magic touch!" She chuckled. "Astrid, Heather's old friend. You're Ruff's brother right?"  
>"Unfortunately yes. That is a burden I must bear. I am Fred Thorston. Affectionately known as 'Tuffnut' or 'Tuff' for short."<br>"Good to meet you Tuff." She said shaking his hand.  
>"Good grip." He said with a grin.<br>"Yeah and I know how to use it."  
>"Oh she knows how to play! I like it!" Hiccup grumbled somewhat, was Tuff actually flirting with her? Why did it bother him?<br>"Don't challenge her." Snotlout warned. "She plays a hard game."  
>"Damn right I do."<br>"I have to say though, it was impressive. I applaud the master. They call me Snotlout."  
>"Snotlout?"<br>"Don't ask." Hiccup advised. She nodded and shook his hand too. "And you already know Ruff."  
>"Vaguely yes."<br>"You can get to know me better if you like." Ruff said with a wink. She got like this when she was drunk. But Astrid just laughed.  
>"Maybe someday I'll take you up on that." They all stared at her which only made her giggle.<br>"Not with my sister... Maybe you can reacquaint yourself with Heather? Here... Now?" Tuff suggested. She punched his shoulder.  
>"If I was going to 'reacquaint' myself with Heather, I wouldn't do it with you guys gawking at us would I?"<br>"So are you like, a lesbian?" Snotlout asked, clearly disappointed. Hiccup thought given the way she'd been kissing him it was unlikely.  
>"You wish." She said with a grin like a Cheshire cat. "I'm straight boys, but I just like to try things. Do it whilst I'm young and then I can't regret not trying it can I?"<br>"So more bi-curious than bi." Fishlegs said walking over with Rosie by his side. Astrid turned to look at the newcomer who'd spoken.  
>"I guess you could call it that yeah." She looked hard at him. "And who might you be?"<br>"Mitch Ingerman, Fishlegs to my friends."  
>"Do I want to ask where the name comes from?" Fishlegs shrugged.<br>"I can hardly remember if I'm honest. Had the nickname too long."  
>"Fair enough." She said nodding. "So how do you know..."<br>"I'm Hiccup's best friend. Met Heather in high school too. Same as Rosie here. My high school sweetheart."  
>"Hi there." Rosie said softly, her tone nervous. Hiccup knew she was shy, especially around girls like Astrid.<br>"Wow, high school sweethearts. That's impressive. I take my invisible hat off to you both." She said turning her gaze to Rosie. "Oh wow you're gorgeous!" Rosie went pink.  
>"Excuse me?"<br>"Sorry, but I can so see why you haven't let her go Mitch, you are very beautiful."  
>"Oh well thanks. Honey, can you order me another diet coke?"<br>"Diet?!" Astrid exclaimed "Honey, you don't need to be fussing about ordering diet!" Rosie looked at her in surprise.  
>"Excuse me?" She said again.<br>"Girl, listen to me. You are freaking stunning. You're curvy in all the best ways. I've long since said, if you've got it, use it! And you've got it! I'd give anything to have your figure! Perfect hourglass. Me, I'm practically a straight line! I'd kill for your curves." Rosie just looked baffled.  
>"I... Well... Girls don't..."<br>"Big girls are beautiful!" She said. "Hey who's in charge of music?! I know a song!" She was very giggly but she seemed to be completely aware of exactly what she was doing and Hiccup was quite impressed given how much she'd already drunk. Tuff happily pointed to the stereo beside the bar and the barkeeper, James, offered her the connected iPod with a grin on his face. He shoved a ten dollar bill towards Hiccup.  
>"Bet ya ten bucks she gets up on the bar and dances and sings, Hiccup." He muttered as she scrolled. She was tipsy, but surely not that drunk yet.<br>"You're on." She finally found the song she wanted and Mika's 'Big Girl You Are Beautiful' blared over the speakers. To begin with Hiccup was sure he'd win. She danced, she sang and pointed to Rosie, but she didn't climb onto the bar. That didn't last and very quickly the whole bar was watching her move.  
>"Cough up, Hiccup!" James laughed as she whooped loudly from on top of the bar.<br>"Ah shut up! There, ten bucks!" She was totally wild. Completely free spirited and he loved it. Even Rosie laughed and danced around after that. It felt just like college for a while. Astrid danced on the bar like some hypnotic goddess sent from above and he knew, he wasn't the only man in the room who couldn't take his eyes off her. His eyes wandered without his brain giving permission. They walked up her body, from her tattered sneakers, up her bare slightly tanned legs to those too short for his alcohol infused brain shorts, up that flat toned stomach beneath her tank top, over the soft subtle curves of her chest, to the graceful slope of her neck where he'd very much like to leave a hickey and onto her all too beautiful face.  
>"She's gorgeous isn't she?" Heather laughed grabbing hold of his arm. It was all he could do to nod, trying hard not to stare at her ass in those shorts as she turned on the bar and shook it. "Have you stopped staring at her all night?" He didn't answer. She was freaking amazing. Could he just drag her off the bar and kiss her again? "I'll take that as a no! You know she's probably going to be in town for a while. Ruff said she's sticking around for a bit. I bet you guys would really hit it off if you spent some more time together." Heather's words were just white noise like everything else. Every twist every turn, every smile, every laugh. She was captivating. More to the point, she was tempting.<br>"Hiccup, are you even listening to me?" Heather asked as Astrid finally jumped down from the bar, breaking the hold she had on every man in the room, bar Fishlegs, at last. She lost her footing slightly and Hiccup couldn't stop himself darting forwards to help her steady herself.  
>"Thanks gorgeous." She grinned standing up straight.<br>"You're welcome."  
>"I've never had so many tips!" James laughed. "I think they thought you worked here so half of these are probably yours!" He teased Astrid. "I'll tell ya, if you were working here, especially dancing like that I'd double my income!"<br>"Glad to have been of assistance!"  
>"I'm serious, if you fancy a job tending bar, you can have it. You've got charisma and charm."<br>"Well I'm planning to stick around a while," she said looking at Hiccup with a less than subtle smile on her face, an all too-inviting playful challenging gleam in her eyes "I could definitely use the money."  
>"You know where to find me if you want the job."<br>"I sure do. Now... You." Hiccup stopped staring when she prodded him in the chest.  
>"Me?"<br>"You're coming to dance."  
>"No no no no no... I don't..."<br>"You did, you stopped and now you're going to dance again. It wasn't a question." She dragged him without hesitation to dance, and he didn't fight her, he just grinned like a tipsy nineteen year old at his first college party.  
>They danced with the others, they danced together and she never once let him out of her sight. She'd place his hands on her hips and sway with him, laughing and spinning into him, sending their bodies crashing together and sparking lightning over his every inch. She was so calm, so relaxed. It was like she didn't care that there were maybe fifty people around who were staring at her and wondering why she'd chosen to dance with him. And probably around twenty of them knew he had a girlfriend. But every swing of her hips was hypnotic, every touch of her skin was enticing, every smile on her lips inviting. He let his hands savour the feel of her as they danced. It was innocent right? Every now and then it would be Ruff or Heather or Rosie dancing with him. So surely it meant nothing when it was Astrid. Except none of them lit a fire in his chest or sent a current through his skin when they touched. She was always looking over at him and her gaze made his stomach do back-flips, his heart do somersaults. He couldn't keep his eyes off her either. When she danced with the other guys, it awakened some creature in his chest which growled with disproval at her being so close to them and purred in delight when, with a cheeky wink, Tuff sent her crashing back into his body.<br>The pressure was hot, different and exciting as their bodies slammed together, hip to hip, chest to chest. His arms holding onto her, her hands gripping his shoulders. Her lips sparkled in the light, her eyes danced as they scanned his. She wanted what he wanted. Her heart raced in time with his. He could feel it pounding against his chest. She'd let her hair fall loose and it feel in wild untamed waves and curls. It was hot, stunning. He held her gaze. She wanted what he wanted. And right now, all he wanted was her against him, her lips on his, his fingers in her hair, a hand on her back.  
>Temptation had never been so dangerously delicious before. And there was no resisting it any longer. He leaned his face closer as they swung their bodies to the beat. She didn't pull away. Too close, not close enough. Close the gap, increase it. Give in, fight it. To be tempted, to be temptation. Desire, longing, chemistry. Astrid. Dreams.<br>"Hiccup?" Reality. "Hiccup?" Astrid or Carly. Pick your poison. "Hiccup? Heather, is Hiccup here?"  
>Reality or dreams?<br>"Hiccup!"  
>Shit.<p> 
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Chapter Two – Pick Your Poison

"Hiccup!" Carly? Shit. Shit. Shit shit shit shit shit. Hiccup released Astrid as though he'd been burned and stared across to where his girlfriend had obviously just entered the bar. She looked sweet, she wore a simple pale pink dress that stopped at her knees and was decorated with dainty pink flowers on it. She had simple black dolly shoes on with the smallest of heels and a plain black cardigan over her shoulders. Her brown hair was neatly twisted and curled with not a strand out of place, her make-up soft and only slightly pink. She looked pretty, but she wasn't Astrid beautiful.  
>"Carly hi!" He called waving a hand as he wandered over, praying she hadn't noticed him with his arms snaked around Astrid. He pressed a kiss to her cheek and put his arm around her. She smiled at him. "I didn't think you'd come!"<br>"Well it's Heather's birthday so I made a special effort!"  
>"Well thanks Carly, that's sweet of you!" Heather said, her smile looking a little strained. "I think I'm going to go..."<br>"Hey girlfriend! Birthday shots! Come on!" Astrid had just sauntered over as if she hadn't been crushed against his body only moments ago. Hiccup wished she'd have stayed by the others. Heather laughed.  
>"Haven't you had enough?"<br>"That's why we're splitting it! Me, you, Tuff, Ruff, Snot... Mitch and Rosie aren't... Hiccup you in?"  
>"Hiccup doesn't do shots." Carly said folding her arms and looking disapprovingly at Astrid. Hiccup made a silent prayer that Astrid wouldn't tell her he already had. She turned to Carly, fire dancing in her eyes, inviting Carly to accept her challenge, whatever it was.<br>"Really? He just looks the type."  
>"Hiccup most certainly is not. Who are you anyway?"<br>"I'm Heather's girlfriend." She said, her smile broadening.  
>"You're a lesbian Heather?!" Carly asked, her mouth forming an o. Heather laughed.<br>"Funny Astrid! No, she means girlfriend as in my girlfriends, you know, female friends? Astrid here was my best friend for fifteen years. We did everything together. We're not romantic girlfriends Carly, just..."  
>"Oh you're Carly!" Astrid exclaimed as if she hadn't already clicked, but the look in her eyes told Hiccup she knew already.<br>"Uh yes."  
>"So you're the girlfriend. Huh. I've heard quite a lot about you tonight already." Hiccup cursed silently.<br>"Only good things I assume." Carly said looking at Hiccup.  
>"Oh yeah, Tuff and the others were just telling me a bit about you is all." He let out a sigh of relief. "You're not what I expected."<br>"Oh well, I'm a bit of a surprise..." Carly said  
>"I mean, honestly, I thought it was a little first year student trying to get in to a private party or something!" She laughed. "You're so cute! Look at you! All dainty and sweet, you could pass for a tall and well developed twelve year old!" Hiccup wished Astrid would stop talking.<br>"Well I assure you I'm of age, 23 almost 24."  
>"I'd call that cute but hey, I'm not yet 25 myself."<br>"Yeah but it's not long to go." Heather said.  
>"I know, soon I'll have caught you up again." She turned back to Carly and Hiccup. "So Hiccup, how about it? Birthday shot?"<br>"I told you, Hiccup doesn't do shots."  
>"I think I asked him. He's a big boy. He can make his own choices." This was definitely dangerous territory. Both girls were looking at him. He knew the answer he should give, to keep Carly happy.<br>"Well, I don't think I should..." Carly looked pleased and Astrid had a smug look on her face as she rolled her eyes at Heather.  
>"Whipped." She said.<br>"Excuse me?" He asked, his voice cracking like one. She flashed him a challenge in her smile, in the way she spoke, in what she said.  
>"You heard me. I said you're whipped." He was not going to take that lying down.<br>"I am not whipped."  
>"He is not!" Carly protested. "Just because he's more mature than you..."<br>"Shush, let the grown ups talk pumpkin." Astrid said and Heather hid a snort behind her hand. She was dangerous. Very dangerous. "You are so whipped."  
>"I am so not. I can do a shot if I want to."<br>"I know you can. But now she's appeared you'll do exactly what she wants and expects. Whipped. Does she have a little collar for you too? Nah, she's too cutesy and innocent for that kind of kinky shit." Carly spluttered for a minute and Hiccup took a step forward towards Astrid, challenging her himself.  
>"One shot."<br>"Hiccup!"  
>"Wuss." He almost growled. She knew he'd already done a couple of shots and had scotch. And if Tuff had been telling her about Carly he'd probably said Hiccup had drunk more than he should have.<br>"I'm no wuss!"  
>"One shot? Your twelve year old girlfriend could probably do one of those."<br>"Hey I'm not twelve!"  
>"Pumpkin I told you, let the grown ups talk." Heather was still laughing behind her hand.<br>"I'm not doing more than two."  
>"Three."<br>"Two."  
>"Three"<br>"Two."  
>"Two and a scotch."<br>"Err no! He drinks a light beer or coke!"  
>"Shush pumpkin. Not now." Oh she was awful. So wonderfully brilliantly awful.<br>"Fine. Two and a scotch."  
>"Three."<br>"The deal was two."  
>"And if you're a man you'll do three. Come on, Snotlout managed more than that!" Did she know that was the right button to press or was she just taking a shot in the dark? She grinned wildly. "Surely you can handle as much as Snotlout?! He's already done six."<br>"Hiccup is not doing six shots!" Carly exclaimed.  
>"He's already done three tonight. He's halfway there. Now stop interrupting poppet." Oh he was dead. He was so dead. <em>She <em>was dead. Why did she have to say that?!  
>"He what?!"<br>"Shush dear!"  
>"You're the worst."<br>"I'm the best. Now, can you match Snotlout?"  
>"He used to be able to once." Heather chimed in suddenly. "He and Tuff always held their drink best. They used to drink Snotlout under the table!" Carly flashed her a glare.<br>"Yeah but that was years back right, so he can't do it anymore." Hiccup took another step forward.  
>"You're paying."<br>"Sure thing gorgeous."  
>"Err gorgeous excuse me what?"<br>"Fine."  
>"Good."<br>"So are you doing it?!" Heather asked practically skipping on the spot.  
>"Yup. He is."<br>"No he's not!"  
>"Yes I am." He was asking for trouble. He'd likely never hear the end of this and he'd feel the alcohol in the morning but hey, he didn't care. He could take Snotlout easily. He'd always held his drink best and he was going to prove that that fact had not changed.<br>"Hiccup! You..."  
>"It's one night Carly!" He said exasperated. "I've not done anything like this for years! Can you not just let me loosen up for one night?!" She looked quite shocked by his tone and he sighed. "I just want to let loose with my friends for one night, like we used to. That's not a crime." Astrid was still grinning wildly; she looked like some cat that got into the cream.<br>"Alright. James! 25 shots! We'll be splitting them between six of us. Hiccup will start by drinking three to catch up Snotlout, and then we'll even it out a bit."  
>"So by doing the maths... I drink three, then we each do another three, then five of us can do one more." Hiccup said as they made their way over to the bar. Carly still didn't look too impressed by his decision but she followed them anyway. Potentially to make sure Astrid didn't try anything with him. She had a look of pure loathing on her face when she looked at her.<br>James shoved twenty five shots onto a tray. "You've got Apple Sourz because it's less units and it's Heather's old favourite. You've had a lot already tonight."  
>"Oh shush you! At least give us one shot of vodka each!" He sighed and swapped out six shots for vodka. "Yes! You're the best!"<br>"Only doing it since you somehow managed to earn my double my usual tips."  
>"Pleasure doing business with you." She said winking at him.<br>"Wait wait! Hiccup needs three vodkas to match what I had!" Snotlout said in protest. With a sigh James swapped three more over and shoved them towards Hiccup.  
>"Going back to the old ways old friend?"<br>"One night and one night only James."  
>"Wow, glad I was here to see the one night show!" Hiccup took a glass and gave him a smirk.<br>"Not my original idea." He said holding the shot up.  
>"Do we have this little minx to thank for this rare treat?" He said gesturing to Astrid. Hiccup looked at her and she gave him another dangerous smile.<br>"Yes I suppose you do." He downed the first shot of vodka and the others cheered, minus Carly of course who just scowled. Pick your poison, Carly, he thought silently, alcohol or the intoxicating blonde, which would you rather I had more of?  
>"Number two!" Tuff cackled. "Here's to fun Hiccup coming back!" Hiccup downed it.<br>"And the third one." Heather laughed.  
>"Here's to the best bad mistakes." Astrid said, a knowing look in her eyes as he downed it and she picked up her first.<br>"To the best bad mistakes." He agreed. They all carried on doing birthday shots for Heather until there were only the final five. It was Astrid, Heather, Ruff, Tuff and Hiccup doing them. Snotlout had admitted defeat. Carly looked highly annoyed.  
>"What shall we toast this time?" Heather asked through fits of giggles. She always was a giggly drunk.<br>"We toast to living. Living in the moment and living like we want. Living our dreams." Astrid said, still with that calm manner despite the drunken smile on her face.  
>"Great!" The twins agreed and they all raised their final shot.<br>"To living and to fulfilling our dreams!" And they downed it. Carly instantly tried to pull him away but he shook his head, laughing lightly.  
>"D...don't... If I move too fast... I might stumble." He said. Tuff chuckled back at him.<br>"You used to still be dancing after that many shots. Badly, but you did. Then you'd fall to the floor."  
>"You'd be on the floor with me!" He laughed, hiccupping slightly as he said it.<br>"Is that where you get your name?" Astrid asked.  
>"No one remembers!" He replied.<br>"He had it from when we were kids." Snotlout told her.  
>"What IS your real name anyway?"<br>"Harrison. But no one calls me that. I'm Hiccup. Always will be." And he hiccupped again making Astrid giggle more.  
>"Hiccup I think we should go now." Carly said. "You've had quite enough."<br>"We've barely started the party yet!" Ruff whined  
>"Well he should have thought about that before he started drinking!"<br>"We've not done the cake yet and you've barely been here Carly!" Heather tried to reason. Carly wasn't going to be swayed so easily.  
>"I want to stay." Hiccup told her, still issuing the occasional hiccup between words or letters.<br>"We're leaving."  
>"You can. He's staying." Astrid said standing, a little unsteady now, but still reasonably firm. Hiccup was awed by her tolerance levels.<br>"You're not his boss."  
>"Nor are you."<br>"I'm his..."  
>"College plaything." There was a collective 'ooh' from his friends and Hiccup seriously considered leaving just to diffuse the awkward tension.<br>"You're going to regret saying that."  
>"I really don't think I will. Do you even let him play anymore or have you gotten to that point where he can sometimes look but never touch?"<br>"That is none of your business!" She shrieked.  
>"Hiccup when did you last get any?" Tuff asked. Hiccup hiccupped and responded before he thought it through.<br>"Don't remember. Six or seven months back maybe? When did I move in?" Another collective 'ooh'  
>"I had sex more recently than that and I'm not even in a committed relationship" Astrid said looking at him shocked.<br>"You're not IN a relationship though are you?" Ruff pointed out making Carly scoff 'Slut' earning a collective gasp.  
>"You want to take that back Carly?" She asked stepping forward on surprisingly steady feet.<br>"You have sex with guys even if you aren't dating them. Sounds like a slut to me."  
>"Maybe I'm just a little more relaxed about sex then you. Doesn't make me a slut."<br>"Sounds like one."  
>"Maybe I'm just a sex addict." She said shrugging and the others laughed. "What I do know is if I was dating this sexy piece of ass..." She pointed to Hiccup "I'd be fucking him every spare second." Hiccup hiccupped loudly and Snotlout passed him a drink which he then promptly spat out.<br>"What?!" He exclaimed. Astrid giggled and Carly snarled.  
>"You heard me! If I was the one dating you, I wouldn't be able to keep my hands off you! I certainly wouldn't have left it that long without fucking you someplace."<br>"Well he isn't your boyfriend so I don't think it really matters what you'd do to him."  
>"Oh I'd do so much to him... and let him do things to me too..." Hiccup swallowed hard. Old fantasies suddenly decided to resurface and his same dream girl was there, she was still undeniably Astrid.<br>"So do you have like, kinks and fantasies and stuff?" Ruff asked, far too keen.  
>"So many. But I've not tried most stuff out yet. Need the right guy." She replied, her eyes never leaving Hiccup's face as she bit her lip. He tried not to stare too much.<br>"Would you quit staring at my boyfriend?" Carly snapped.  
>"What I like the view." Did she play with fire for a living?<br>"Well find another view."  
>"You clearly don't appreciate it, so I'm doing it for you." She was dead. If Carly was a more violent person, she'd have slapped her by now he was sure.<br>"I do appreciate him!"  
>"Doesn't seem like it to me."<br>"I do now quit staring! Hiccup we're going home."  
>"Sorry cutie. You're mommy says you can't stay and play." Hiccup snorted a laugh and Carly shot him a death glare.<br>"I don't want to go home so I won't."  
>"Hiccup..."<br>"Yay! Hiccup is going to stay!" They laughed too loudly. Carly looked murderous.  
>"Hiccup, please let's just go before..."<br>"I'm having fun for once! Can you just let me have fun?!"  
>"I... You have fun with me..."<br>"And I'm having fun with my friends right now!"  
>"And Astrid too!" She piped up herself.<br>"And you too Astrid. But you can count as one of my friends now."  
>"Wahoo!" She cheered as Tuff chanted<br>"One of us. One of us. One of us."  
>"Welcome to the club As!" Heather laughed.<br>"Hiccup... I'm leaving. You can either come with me, your girlfriend, or you can stay and play stupid drinking games and partying with them." It wasn't meant to be a choice. There was only one correct answer to give. But he gave the wrong one anyway, because it felt so damned right to do it.  
>"Guess I'll stay and play stupid drinking games and partying with them then." She was so angry she didn't speak, she just stormed out on her heel. He'd pay for that tomorrow.<br>"Hiccup is back! My boy has returned!" Tuff cried, genuine tears pouring down his face as he began singing, very badly, 'Return of the Man'.  
>"Alright then Hiccup, pick your poison." Ruff laughed, waving an airy hand over a selection of his old favourite drinks. He grinned and turned to James.<br>"Fix me a Night Fury followed by a Black Dragon would you?"  
>"You got it chief." He laughed, pretending to dust off the bottles of liquor used to concoct Hiccup's favourite poisons of his own invention.<p>

His head pounded. He could hear someone breathing close to him and he cursed. He hadn't had a casual hook-up since college. He'd had a girlfriend. Still did... Right? Oh shit Carly was going to be so pissed at him later.  
>It had been years since he'd woken up not being entirely sure of where he was or who was with him with his head pounding like someone was using a jackhammer against his skull. He was almost afraid to open his eyes as he rolled onto his back and pressed the heel of his hands into his eyes, trying to remember blurred details of last night.<br>He remembered everything pretty clearly, up until Carly stormed out. That's when things got fuzzy. He remembered drinking, he remembered drinking A LOT. More than just the Night Fury and Black Dragon he recalled ordering. He remembered shouting, laughing... He remembered Snotlout throwing up all over the bar and James yelling. He could recall sliding down the wall with Tuffnut laughing at him. He could remember a cake... Right Heather's birthday cake covered with that thick vanilla frosting... that frosting had been good. He remembered licking it off something... Oh shit... someone... Oh fuck Astrid. She'd been so fucking hot. He could vividly remember seeing her give Heather that 'birthday kiss' after another dirty martini. She'd kissed Ruff too. That had been totally surreal and even Tuff stared. He felt a lurch in his stomach that had nothing to do with the hangover when he remembered that she'd kissed Tuff too, and Snotlout. Was there anyone she didn't kiss? No, she kissed Rosie briefly who'd fallen off her stool giggling and then laughed more when Fishlegs received a very brief kiss too.  
>She'd kissed Heather again on a dare, and then kissed James but Hiccup was sure there had been a reason... Oh yeah, it bought his second Night Fury that kiss. But his mind kept going back to that frosting. Vanilla frosting on her too plump lower lip, just begging to be licked off. He'd obliged far too happily and then it had been two tongues licking frosting from each others' lips as they crashed together. She licked frosting off his finger and he'd licked it off her neck... How did it get there again? Oh yeah... Tuff put it there and dared him to lick it off.<br>Oh fuck. Oh shit. What had he done last night? There was giggling in his head, blue eyes, blonde hair. She was jumping onto his back yelling 'piggy back!" and Ruff was on Snotlout's back whilst Tuff ran in circles with Heather on his. They'd run down the street, they'd ducked into the local park when they heard sirens go down the road. They'd played games in the park and she'd pinched his ass from behind a tree. He'd spun her round and they'd tumbled to the ground crashing on top of each other in a flurry of limbs.  
>She was laughing. He was living. She was addictive. He was addicted. Her kisses were like the sweetest poison he'd ever tasted, better than any alcohol but surely they'd slowly kill him. She was poison but he couldn't get enough of her, even if it killed him.<br>The body near him stirred and with his heart clenching painfully, he opened his eyes to see what he'd done.  
>Well it wasn't Astrid. And if he didn't know the routine from years back, he'd have been even more freaked out. He was lying on the floor, Tuff was slumped on a couch cushion nearby and Snotlout lay sprawled across the couch itself. There was a bark and all three men groaned loudly.<br>"Hiccup shut him up!" Tuff moaned swatting at the air as Hiccup attempted to sit upright. A huge black dog came over and showered him in slobber and affection that was particularly unwelcome at that moment.  
>"Oh Toothless! Not now bud, seriously..."<br>"It's been a long time since I came downstairs to find you three passed out in my living room." Hiccup's father, Stuart 'Stoick' Haddock mused, an edge of amusement to his voice. Hiccup looked across to the hulking figure in the doorway, cradling a mug of hot coffee that smelled wonderful given his hangover headache. He groaned and pushed Toothless back much to his dismay.  
>"I'd say you over did it a bit lads."<br>"Well we've not puked yet... Have we?"  
>"Snotlout puked last night."<br>"Yeah on the bar. James was pissed." Snotlout grumbled as he too sat slowly upright, yawning loudly. "What happened to the girls?"  
>"Think they're crashing with Ruff." Tuff mumbled.<br>"I take it you had a good night then?" Stoick asked. Like young teens they all replied in unison.  
>"Yes thanks."<br>"I'm surprised actually. Hiccup you haven't gone drinking like that for years."  
>"I know." He moaned holding his head. "I can kind of understand why right now..."<br>"Because you have a buzz-kill girlfriend that's why." Tuff replied finally sitting up and wiping drool from his mouth.  
>"Did Carly not go out with you last night?"<br>"She appeared briefly... Then stormed out."  
>"So you'll be in trouble later then."<br>"A lot. Tuff... Please please tell me I didn't cock up big time?" Tuff looked thoughtful and then held his head.  
>"Ask me later, thinking hurts."<p>

It took a while for them all to nurse off the worst of their hangovers and Toothless was very unimpressed with the lack of attention he was getting. Stoick took Toothless out for a walk and then said he was going into the office to finish up some work, leaving the three of them to drink his coffee supply dry and raid the medicine cabinets for headache cures.  
>"I am so dead when I get back..." Hiccup groaned swallowing back two pills with water.<br>"Yep. You are... So, same thing next Friday?" Tuff asked downing a glass of water like a pint and smacking the glass onto the surface.  
>"Errr no? I'll be lucky if I escape with my life after last night. I can't do it again."<br>"Spoilsport. Last night was so fun!"  
>"And I'd like to keep my life and my skin."<br>"But it was fun."  
>"Yes, it was fun. I'll admit that, but I can't do it again. Carly would actually kill me." Hiccup sat back on the sofa and rubbed his forehead with his thumb and forefingers. Tuff was still standing but Snotlout collapsed beside Hiccup. "Speaking of Carly... She is still my girlfriend right? I didn't do anything too stupid to screw it up, did I?" Tuff looked thoughtful again.<br>"Well... If anyone tells her what happened, you're dead."  
>"Shit. What did I do?" Hiccup moaned.<br>"Well you and Astrid really hit it off..."  
>"Yeah, I remember that. But what did I do after Carly stormed out? Besides licking frosting off Astrid's neck and the mucking around in the park?"<br>"How much of the park do you remember?" Snotlout asked, lying back with an arm over his eyes. Hiccup tried to think, it hurt his head but he tried anyway.  
>"I remember laughing... getting my ass pinched and falling onto the ground with her..."<br>"You remember anything else?" Tuff asked.  
>"No, why?"<br>"You guys errr..."  
>"Oh fuck, what did I do with Astrid?"<br>"Well you didn't fuck..."  
>"Oh thank god."<br>"I mean, you were pretty keen I think..."  
>"Shit."<br>"But she reminded you she doesn't 'do guys with girlfriends'"  
>"Oh... Yeah... At least she kept her head..."<br>"Didn't stop you doing other stuff..."  
>"Do I want to hear this?"<br>"Tuff don't be cruel... You guys were a little bit too into each other considering you're in a relationship and I think you kissed Astrid more last night than you've kissed Carly in two months." Snotlout told him.  
>"Ok, that's not good but it's better than fucking."<br>"All I will say is I think you both enjoyed using your hands."  
>"Fuck."<br>"Not quite, you just sort of, got a little exploratory and hands-ey." He explained. "I think if you were single..."  
>"Oh you guys would have done it in the bar, in the park... and you'd probably be waking up together this morning."<br>"Thanks for that. That's totally reassuring." Hiccup replied in a sarcastic drawl.  
>"Welcome."<br>"I should get back... Carly is going to kill me as it is."  
>"You might want to shower and wash your clothes... I mean, you're going to stink of alcohol and another woman."<br>"Good point."  
>"Plus, you were a little over excited last night I think..."<br>"What do you mean by that?" A phone suddenly rang and all three moaned again. Less noise would be good. Especially shrill noise.  
>"Ahhh! Who's is it?!" Tuff cried.<br>"Not mine! I shut mine off so Carly couldn't keep phoning it seems."  
>"Not mine either!" Snotlout complained. "TUFF ANSWER THE PHONE!" they both snapped<br>"OK OK!" He said fumbling with the device. "Hello?"  
>"HIIII!" A group of voices chorused. They groaned again.<br>"Awww, did you guys over do it?" A voice asked far too cheerfully.  
>"You drank at least as much as us, if not more." Tuff said putting them on speaker phone.<br>"I just handle it better. Ruff and Heather have more severe headaches."  
>"Hey we're ok now. The aspirin is kicking in."<br>"Ours is just starting to."  
>"So last night was brilliant fun." Ruff said. "Hiccup..."<br>"Before you ask, no. I'm not doing that again this weekend."  
>"Awww why?" Heather moaned.<br>"You know why." He said.  
>"Because he's whipped!" Astrid's distinctive cheery tone called down the line.<br>"Once again, not whipped Astrid."  
>"I beg to differ."<br>"He did let loose last night." Tuff said. "That's thanks to you."  
>"You're welcome." She laughed. "I had fun last night Hiccup. Shame about your girlfriend."<br>"What... what do you mean?" He looked at the others who shrugged, they weren't aware that he'd broken up with her.  
>"Shame you have her. We'd have had a lot more fun else."<br>"Oh... Ha. I think from what I remember we had plenty of fun."  
>"Oh yeah we did, and you certainly did. You would have enjoyed it more though if you'd been single." He could practically HEAR her winking. He panicked looking at Tuff and Snotlout who chuckled lightly.<br>"What, what exactly do you mean?"  
>"Well, you wouldn't have had to make a mess in your pants for a start." Hiccup spluttered and panicked even more as he looked down at his pants. Shit!<br>"I ... I..." The girls were laughing down the line, Astrid the most. Her laugh was distinctive and he heard it clearest of all.  
>"Yes you did!" She laughed "You didn't say your girlfriend's name either. But don't worry, none of us will tell her that."<br>"Fuck."  
>"You did say that."<br>"Oh god."  
>"And that."<br>"Ahhh! Astrid!"  
>"And that too!"<br>"FUCK!"  
>"And that! Just like that!" She was laughing madly.<br>"Please stop... Look, last night..."  
>"I know, everything that happened last night, never happened. I know. You got a little carried away; I got a little carried away... We just have to put it behind us for the sake of your relationship." She was so understanding, he still shouldn't have done any of it but still. "Hey, you guys all went back to Hiccup's right? Well his dad's."<br>"Yes, we're at my dad's place."  
>"Ok, well I've got your wallet Hiccup; you left it in my bag. Can I drop it to you there and maybe meet your dog?"<br>"Yeah alright. Can you give us at least an hour to wash up and stuff?"  
>"Yeah, I'll give it a couple of hours and call round."<br>"Can you find the place?"  
>"Heather can give me directions, see you later!" And just like that, she clicked off.<p>

"Hiccup? Are you here son?" Stoick called as he re-entered his home several hours later. He was unsure if Hiccup would have gone home already.  
>"Dad? Yeah, I'm just in the shower!" Hiccup's voice echoed down the stairs. It wasn't uncommon for Hiccup to be at the house, even at this time, but Stoick sensed uneasiness in the air, a tension. Something was definitely building. He shrugged the feeling off and stomped through to the kitchen to make himself a hot cup of coffee, he assumed Hiccup wouldn't want anything right now, and they could make more if he did.<br>"Alright there Toothless." Stoick mumbled scratching the slumbering hybrid behind his ears, making his tail thump happily. He'd hardly had time to take more than two sips of fresh coffee when the doorbell rang out. Somewhat surprised he put down the mug with a sigh, probably Carly coming to find out where Hiccup was. But he often spent the weekends here with Toothless. Brows furrowed in slight confusion, Stoick answered the door.  
>It wasn't Carly.<br>But it was a girl. Not Heather, this girl was blonde. But it was not Ally 'Ruff' either. In fact, Stoick had no idea who she was. She was very pretty, tanned and lean, her hair braided a little loosely over one shoulder wearing a rumpled tank top with shorts and battered shoes.  
>"Who are you?" He asked, a little more bluntly than perhaps he'd meant to. Her blue eyes widened suddenly in surprise and she became slightly flustered before composing herself.<br>"Oh! I'm sorry! You must be Hiccup's, I mean Harrison's, dad!"  
>"That I am. And who might you be?" Hiccup hadn't bought a girl to the home in years. He'd been with Carly too long for that sort of thing.<br>"Right sorry! I swear, I'm not his booty-call or anything! I'm a friend of Heather's. We met last night."  
>"Oh aye?" He said with a raised eyebrow.<br>"Yeah, we were all hanging out and Hiccup left his wallet in my bag. I'm just returning it to him, and well, he said I could meet his dog, Toothless?"  
>"He invited you to meet Toothless?"<br>"Yes... I mean, obviously I don't want to intrude on your home!" She tugged at a worn rucksack she wore slung over a shoulder. "So I can just give you his wallet and go..."  
>"Ah that's alright lass, come on in. He'll be down in a moment I expect."<br>"Oh thank you." She followed him inside the house and began tugging at her laces. The shoes looked very well lived in, she clearly favoured these over her other shoes going by how worn down they were.  
>"I don't think I actually introduced myself..." She said straightening up and extending a hand. "I'm Astrid Hofferson." He gave a her a smile and engulfed her hand with one of his own.<br>"Stuart Haddock."  
>"It's a pleasure to meet you sir."<br>"Likewise. So, you said you're a friend of Heather's?"  
>"Yes, childhood best friends. But we hadn't seen each other for nine years until last night. Her family relocated here when we were fifteen."<br>"That's a mighty long time."  
>"Quite, but it was great to finally see her again. Her friend, Ruff, tracked me down and invited me to come for Heather's birthday. So I was her birthday present!" She laughed cheerily. She was a more confident sort of girl than Carly, and she certainly didn't seem shy. "Hooligans of Berk?" She asked looking at his mug. They'd walked into the kitchen, Toothless had slipped into the garden to run around the grounds.<br>"Aye, affectionate name for the Berk football team – Berks Vikings."  
>"Oh I know the Vikings!" She exclaimed.<br>"My uncle used to like them! He liked the Vikings. He used to watch the games with me! I've never seen them in the flesh obviously, I spent most of my childhood on a military base. But we used to watch games together anyway. They may not be the most successful team consistently, but you always know it'll be a great match when they play. Always action packed and they never go down without a fight."  
>"Indeed they do!" He beamed. He always liked meeting a Vikings fan. "Always give one hundred and ten percent to every game they play in!"<br>"Exactly! I bet they're amazing to see in the flesh, to be truly caught up in the atmosphere and excitement of it all."  
>"It really is. I take Hiccup along sometimes. Even he can get very passionate about it all!"<br>"I didn't have him pegged as a football fan!" She said in surprise.  
>"Aye, he never played himself, and never goes out of his way to watch a match, but he'll watch it if it's on. And he enjoys going to the games with myself and Gobber."<br>"Huh, who would have thought?"  
>"Dad? Who are you talking to?"<br>"In here Hiccup, you have a visitor."  
>"I do?" Hiccup said walking in, drying his hair with a towel, his shirt open over his chest. "A...Astrid?"<br>"Hey Hiccup!" She said brightly, and even Stoick couldn't fail to notice the way her eyes scanned over Hiccup's exposed torso and back to his face. "Didn't know you were a football fan."  
>"What? Oh right. Yeah... I, I don't mind it really." She flashed a dazzling smile Hiccup's way.<br>"I've got your wallet here." She continued, digging the worn brown leather wallet from the depths of her bag.  
>"Oh right, thanks. Toothless!" He said suddenly, his cheeks turning red as he seemed to become aware of his visible bare chest. "I'll go get him!" Astrid giggled lightly at Hiccup's flustered state. Even Stoick had to smile a little. "Here we go! Come on bud!" Hiccup reappeared a minute later, shirt now buttoned. "Astrid, Toothless, Toothless, Astrid." The half wolf was a little hesitant at first, ears flattened back. "Easy, she's a friend."<br>"Oh! He's beautiful! Hiccup, how should I approach him? I mean, he's half wolf so..." Hiccup grinned at her. It still amazed Stoick how his boy could calm the wild wolf within the dog.  
>"Come here, get down to his level, show him you're no threat, submitting to the alpha male."<br>"No surprise that he's alpha." She teased as she crouched.  
>"Oh ha ha." He drawled. "Now hold your hand out like this, let him get your scent, it's a mark of trust." She followed Hiccup's instructions precisely and within moments, Toothless was rubbing his head against her hand, wanting as much fuss as he could get.<p>

Stoick watched them carefully over the next hour, but he himself couldn't deny, she was a delightful girl. She was very friendly and polite and eager to hear stories as well as tell them. Stoick liked her very much, and Gobber, who had appeared half an hour earlier, seemed just as taken with her. But she had a wonderful charisma about her. What concerned Stoick was that Hiccup seemed to be rather taken with her too. Under other circumstances, this would not be a problem in the slightest, in fact, Stoick thought he would probably heartily approve, but given that Hiccup was in a long term relationship, it probably wasn't such a good thing.  
>But he did enjoy seeing the way Hiccup's eyes lit up when he laughed at her stories and jokes, and the boyish delight on his face when she sat on the floor, scratching Toothless and cooing as she kissed his nose. The boy loved his dog, and the dog loved the girl. And she seemed to love him too. The only flaw with this sweet little story was that it was the wrong girl. Carly didn't get on with Toothless nearly so well, probably to do with her allergies though.<br>He'd always assumed in the end, Toothless was the clincher for any relationship Hiccup might have. They were a package deal. Boy and dog. But Carly had managed to hang in there despite this. It did often make Stoick wonder though.  
>"So Astrid, if yer a travelling lass, where are ya staying?" Gobber asked her<br>"Well I was at Ruff's last night, but both she and Heather only have single bed apartments so there's no extra bed. I'm not stranger to sleeping a little rough, but still, so I'm going to find a hotel, a cheap one to put myself up in for the duration of my stay."  
>"How long you here for?"<br>"Not sure yet!" She laughed "Awww, Hiccup can I dognap Toothless?! He's so cute!"  
>"No you can't! I love my dog!"<br>"But I love him too!"  
>"Tough." She pouted and then laughed more.<br>"Can I at least see him again sometime? Maybe go on a walk with him?"  
>"Yeah I expect so." Hiccup grinned back.<br>"That's an idea actually!" Stoick boomed suddenly. The pair looked up.  
>"What's an idea?" Hiccup asked.<br>"Why doesn't Astrid stay here, we've no shortage of rooms right Gobber?"  
>"Aye that's true! She can stay in one of those!"<br>"And walk Toothless during the day when we're at work if he's not with your mother."  
>"Oh no I couldn't do that! I'd be happy to help out with Toothless, if that's alright with Hiccup of course, but I couldn't intrude into your home for an indefinite amount of time!"<br>"Course you can, we've got space."  
>"I really wouldn't feel right, you'd be opening your home to me and..."<br>"They might have a point; it's cheaper than a hotel. And I'd be ok with you giving this knucklehead a bit of extra love and attention." He said, rubbing Toothless' head with the flat of his fist.  
>"You have to at least let me pay something to stay..."<br>"Absolutely not. As long as you help with Toothless and maybe a few chores like dishes and cooking, and keep your space clean, we're happy to have you."  
>"Wow, well of course I'll help out! I'll cook and everything! Thank you so much sir!"<br>"And no more of this 'sir' stuff. It's Stoick."  
>"Stoick?"<br>"An old nickname, it stuck."  
>"Alright... Thank you Stoick." She turned to Gobber who waved a prosthetic hand.<br>"Don't call me anything but Gobber lass!" She beamed at them and hugged Toothless, kissing his furry face before he slobbered a kiss over her face.  
>"Eurgh! Toothless!" She laughed.<p> 


	3. Shaken or Stirred

**I'm so sorry for the wait. But I'm hoping it'll be worth it!**

Chapter Three – Shaken or Stirred

"I'm home." Hiccup called out the following day as he returned from a long day at the Veterinary Surgery. He was met by a stony silence. Unsurprising really, Carly had said very little to him since he got back yesterday. She was still angry about the other night. "Is there any food?" He paused to listen for an answer, but still nothing. With a sigh he wandered into the kitchen and began rummaging through the fridge looking for something easy to reheat for his dinner. Eventually he found a bowl of bolognaise, it was probably a few days old but it still smelled alright and so he tossed it in the microwave and began cooking some pasta to go with it. It was quick and easy and Hiccup's stomach was soon considerably fuller than it had been. Feeling much better he dragged himself up the stairs into the silence with the intention of taking a hot shower, or maybe a cold one. He'd decide when he got in there what was most needed.

Hot water poured and scalded over his flesh, as if burning his tensions from his skin, washing it all away in a blast of heat. It was oddly pleasant. He dragged his fingers through the knots in his hair, making attempts to free the knots and rub the smell of angry cat and dog from his hair and then his body, covering himself with soapy suds. Once washed, Hiccup turned down the water temperature and hissed sharply at the sudden blast of cold. It was oddly refreshing and Hiccup took a while longer to simply savour it all.

Carly was hunched over her desk, writing frustrated. She was still angry at Hiccup for the other night. Not only had he done shots in front of her, but he'd then decided to stay out even longer and didn't come home until late the following evening! The nerve of him. And then that new girl, Heather's friend, flirting with him all night long! That bitch! Who the hell did she think she was?!  
>She'd ignored Hiccup as he called out, and she didn't respond to him when he asked about food. She'd heard the shower go on, and even almost a half hour later, he still wasn't out. She rolled her eyes, as if she didn't know what he was doing in there. She scoffed and her phone buzzed.<br>_Message from Mya Court  
><em>She smiled, Mya was one of her closest friends. She'd messaged her about everything straight away. Mya had been very understanding, as always. She opened the message  
><em>Mya: She sounds like a proper whore. The girls and I reckon we ought to meet up tomorrow for brunch. You up for it?<br>Carly: Absolutely! I defo need it. He's such an idiot!  
>Mya: No kidding. But he's just under her spell. Hiccup's a good guy.<br>Carly: I thought he was, but the way he was the other night... I have to wonder. He's not been that way for years...  
>Mya: It was a lapse, Hiccup's no jerk. It's all that girl's fault.<br>Carly: I guess you're right. It is her fault. Hopefully she won't stay long.  
>Mya: Hopefully not. Ok, half twelve tomorrow at Marcy's?<br>Carly: Sounds great. I'll see you there x  
><em>Carly smiled at the knowledge that tomorrow she could see her friends and moan about her stupid boyfriend and that awful girl. She heard a noise from the bathroom before the shower switched off and she heard the familiar clunks as Hiccup stumbled out and reattached his leg. It was about time he was done in there! He'd been in there long enough; she just hoped he had the decency to clean up after himself. She returned her focus to the papers in front of her.  
>"Carly? Hey, I thought I'd find you in here." Hiccup walked in behind her, clothed but still towel drying his hair. He bent down to kiss her cheek, but she remained in stony silence. "How's the project going?" She didn't reply and he let out a heavy sigh. "Alright, I'll leave you be." At least he knew she was pissed.<p>

Astrid collapsed onto the soft bed in her room. Or at least, the room Stoick was letting her stay in. It certainly made a refreshing change from the accommodation she was used to on her travels, this bed had soft feather pillows and a mattress that moulded to her figure. It was like living in total luxury, besides the comfortable sleeping quarters, she had access to a fully functional hot shower and bath, a hot meal every day, and nice food with which to cook it!  
>"Astrid? You alright up there?" Stoick's voice boomed<br>"I'm great thanks Stoick!" She heard footsteps pounding up the stairs.  
>"How've you found everything?" He asked, knocking on the door. She called for him to come in. His bushy bearded face appeared, smiling warmly, crinkles in his eyes where his smile reached.<br>"Like heaven!" She exclaimed, making Stoick laugh. "I don't remember the last time I was this comfortable!"  
>"Well you're welcome here as long as you like. You're certainly a good house guest, and you don't leave your dirty socks on the bathroom floor! Unlike my son!" He laughed heartily. She had to laugh along with him, she could see Hiccup leaving dirty laundry everywhere. She'd seen the door leading to what must have been Hiccup's bedroom when he lived here, but she'd not yet peered inside. Given that he spent time here with Toothless, she imagined it was still fairly lived in.<br>She smiled to herself as she tried to picture his room, guessing at what might plaster the walls, cover the desk and be stashed away in cupboards, drawers or under the bed. A soft padding on the landing and scratching at the door alerted her to the presence of the soppy black half wolf and she dragged herself off the bed to let him in.  
>Toothless, as it turned out, liked company. He often snuck into her room at night, Stoick said he often found him asleep in Hiccup's bed as well. She figured it was a way of keeping his master close when he was away.<br>"Hey boy, you lonesome tonight?" She asked, scratching his ears affectionately as he nuzzled against her. "Must be hard, not seeing him all the time. Do you miss him?" Toothless gave a whiny sound in response, she took that to mean yes he did. She kissed his furry head and sank back onto the bed. Toothless jumped up to lie his head on her stomach, green eyes closing slowly as he drifted off to sleep as she petted him.  
>She could not understand it. Hiccup had said it himself, he and Toothless had become inseparable after he had his leg amputated, and Toothless was his therapy. So how could he be so lax about not having Toothless with him all the time? It was something she couldn't quite get her head around. He was a pretty stubborn guy, she'd seen that much. But he was choosing to lay down and get walked over by his girlfriend. He wanted so much out of life, he had so many plans and dreams, but he was giving them all up, for her. That baffled Astrid in and of itself, but to not keep his best friend, his therapy dog with him? That was just insanity. She sighed and closed her eyes. Maybe she just didn't understand. Maybe that was love… but somehow, she didn't think so.<p>

"There's nothing wrong with shaking things up a bit."  
>"I am not taking relationship advice from a guy who has been divorced twice and is only 40."<br>"41!"  
>"Oh wow, big difference. Hand me the stethoscope would you?" Hiccup drawled as his colleague Dr Martins smirked.<br>"I'm just saying, there's no harm in window shopping."  
>"And I'm pretty sure those words resulted in your first divorce."<br>"But were the reason for my second marriage."  
>"Yeah? And how did that turn out?" Hiccup replied taking the stethoscope and pressing it against the slumbering dog on the veterinary table. Again, Dr Martin's grinned as he prepared the needle of antibiotics.<br>"Stacy and I ended on good terms. We were both looking for different things and it was best to part ways. She now lives somewhere in Europe with some tennis player." Hiccup rolled his eyes as he stepped back.  
>"You want to do it?"<br>"She's out cold."  
>"I'm the senior vet, offering you the opportunity." Dr Martins said shrugging. Hiccup sighed and took the syringe, injecting it into the dog's upper leg. "Listen, I know maybe I'm not the greatest example if you're looking for happily ever after… but I know this stuff, the real stuff. Those nagging doubts, that broken record feeling."<br>"Broken record?"  
>"Where it feels like you're stuck on the same track on repeat, like it's starting to jump and jitter because it's damaged."<br>"That's not what this…"  
>"So are you really telling me then, that you guys are happy? Incandescently so?" Hiccup shot him a glare. Had he not been asked this less than two weeks ago by Astrid? "I thought as much. All I'm saying is, don't rule this girl out. Maybe you found the right one at the wrong time."<br>"I'm not cheating on Carly."  
>"Never suggested you should. Just telling you to, you know, not decide you've got to stay with her if it isn't going to be right." Hiccup sighed again. People seemed to be saying this sort of thing a lot. No one seemed to entertain the possibility that perhaps he was happy enough with Carly.<br>Probably because he wasn't.  
>She'd given him the cold shoulder all last week and he'd wound up spending large chunks of it at his dad's place to avoid the tense situation back with Carly. He didn't fancy sleeping on the couch but when he went to get in the bed he could have sworn the temperature dropped below zero.<br>So instead he'd gone home again, with Toothless on his stomach and the slightly awkward issue of Astrid in the room just down from his.  
>It wasn't that it was unpleasant having her there, far from it. But that was the issue. He'd come in to find her sat on the sofa eating 'Heroes' with Toothless sprawled across her, casually chucking him a sweet as he passed. She'd already practically memorised the shows he watched and she'd let him know it was on. She'd come out to the garage where he liked to tinker with cars and slam a cup of strong coffee down with a plate of food. She called out goodbye before she left for her shift at the bar, and he'd always know when she got home because Toothless would always go out to greet her.<br>She seemed to fit seamlessly into his life, in ways Carly never quite had. And it made things that little more complicated for Hiccup.  
>"Dr Haddock?"<br>"Huh, sorry was lost in thought."  
>"Don't worry about it lad, just, think about what I said. Don't do what I did, don't tie yourself down with the wrong girl, or in my case, girls, if you're not one hundred percent sure she's he only one for you. Because trust me, the right girl is out there and you don't want to miss her." Hiccup nodded before checking the list for the next patient.<p>

The Berk Dragon was fairly busy but not so much that it became overcrowded and uncomfortable. Just the usual Friday night buzz. Hiccup was sat with Tuff sharing a drink, both still only on beer.  
>"What can I get ya boys?" Astrid asked a group of loud lads, probably around their age. Hiccup's eyes lingered briefly on her tight black t-shirt which showed off her belly and on her fitted black jeans.<br>"What's this special? The Stormfly?" One of them asked, his voice thick and heavy.  
>"Oh no, that's just for the ladies." She said, a dangerous smile playing on her lips. It was a look Hiccup was fast learning could mean trouble.<br>"So it's some sappy girly drink with minimal alcohol?"  
>"Oh no, it's because men can't handle it."<br>"Ha! Yeah right! Give me one, we'll see who's the real girl."  
>"Well, you don't look like the prettiest girl in the place but…"<br>"What? No! I meant…" Astrid laughed and turned away.  
>"Oh don't worry, I'll fix it right up. But you're only getting the one." A moment later and she handed over a rather unusual drink which was bright blue and yellow. The colours separated giving it a striped effect. "One Stormfly." Hiccup and Tuff watched as they guy pounded it back, before leaning heavily on the bar and wobbling on his feet, groaning. "Stronger than she looks huh?" The guy spluttered and stumbled where he stood. Even his friend's laughed.<br>"You are stronger than you look. What do you say you and I mix up a new cocktail on this bar?" One suggested with a wink. Astrid looked momentarily disgusted and shoved a Stormfly to him too, like his friend he drank it and then wobbled and groaned. Astrid grinned before turning to Hiccup. "Tip for life gents, girls are like alcohol. Intoxicating and potentially very dangerous. If you can't handle your liquor, you won't be able to handle a woman. And the stronger the drink, the stronger the woman." She winked at Hiccup "So until you can handle you're drink, I'd stick with your sweet cola girls or your Malibu and lemonade types." She flashed Hiccup another teasing smile and resumed her work. Tuff spent the rest of the night trying to persuade Hiccup to order a Stormfly. He of course, refused point blank. It was that sort of thing that had gotten him into trouble with Carly anyway. He didn't much fancy a repeat experience.  
>"What can I do for you boys next then?" She asked wiping clean a glass. Tuff looked devious but Hiccup shot him a warning glare.<br>"How about another beer?"  
>"Yawn! Boring! Martinis!" Tuff laughed. Hiccup rolled his eyes but at least it wasn't a Stormfly.<br>"Is Hiccup allowed a Martini or will he get told off when he gets home?" Astrid teased and he turned his glare on her, trying not to let his eyes drift to the subtle mounds under her tight t-shirt.  
>"I can have one."<br>"Great!" She beamed. "How you take them lads?"  
>"I have mine like Bond!" Tuff cackled and she nodded at him.<br>"And you Hiccup, do you like it dirty? You like it shaken or stirred?"  
>"Definitely dirty, with an olive, shaken." He said with a casual flick of a finger which made Tuff woop loudly and Astrid put a hand on her hips.<br>"Ooooh look at you, snappy fingers! Check out the attitude!" She grinned. "Alright Haddock, one dirty martini, one olive, shaken not stirred coming right up."  
>"AHEM!" Tuff protested<br>"And one James Bond Martini for you too Tuff!"

A few beers, a scotch and one very dirty martini later and Hiccup was blacked out on a sofa, Tuff snoring somewhere close by. Hiccup groaned again. He just prayed Toothless would come and slobber on his face soon. No wet pink tongue drooled over his face though. "Please let us be at Tuff's please let us be at Tuff's" He muttered the silent prayer.  
>Something slapped him hard. "Get up!" a voice snapped, then he heard Tuff yelp and moan "And you!" Oh shit. "You selfish ungrateful piece of…" he was slapped again with something and he sat up trying to bat it away.<br>"Gerroff!" He grumbled but it only made her angrier.  
>"You disgusting son a… I want you out! You come back, drunk and stupid and pass out on the couch with your idiot friend! You stink of alcohol and perfume! I know she was there! Get out! Get out!" She was hitting him with a black dolly shoe. Hiccup scrambled off the sofa, grabbed his shoe and stumbled to the front door, dragging Tuff by an arm. He was dead meat. Sighing he put on his shoe. Tuff groaned next to him.<br>"She's a bitch."  
>"Hey, that's my girlfriend."<br>"Still?!" Tuff snapped, holding his stomach.  
>"To my knowledge. Why are you…?"<br>"Your bitchy girlfriend stomped on my stomach."  
>"Charming. Come on. Let's go to my Dad's. Looks like I'm going to be there for a while anyway." They made their way back to his father's place where Hiccup clumsily unlocked the door. Toothless didn't greet them. His dad was obviously at work, Astrid most likely asleep.<br>"Come on, you can flop on the sofa, I'll get us some hot coffee." He wandered into the kitchen holding his head and groaning lightly. He was dead. He was so dead.  
>"We were the kings and queens of promise! We were the victims of ourselves! Maybe the children of, a lesser god, between heaven and hell!" A voice sang walking through the door.<br>"SHUSH!" Tuff groaned.  
>"Hiccup? Is that you?" Astrid. A bark, Toothless. "Oh hey Tuff, what are you doing here?"<br>"The bitch kicked us out. Literally. She stomped on my stomach."  
>"Wow that's… rough. Is Hiccup here too?"<br>"He went to get coffee…"  
>"You guys need water to rehydrate. I'll get you some food too." He heard her walk into the kitchen, Toothless on her heels obedient without a command. "Hey you. Oh, you ok? Your face looks a little red."<br>"I got slapped with a shoe."  
>"She was pretty mad this morning huh?" She said grabbing a cloth, wetting it and dabbing the red patch on his cheek. The cool water soothing it. "I'm gonna fix up some food for you guys and bring you water and coffee and some aspirin. You should go sit with Tuff."<br>"I'm fine Astrid." He said bending down to scratch Toothless affectionately. "Hey bud, where've you been this morning?"  
>"We always like to take a run in the mornings don't we bud? We went through the estate and up over the hill. We love it." She explained and his eyes finally noticed her running attire. Lycra shorts and crop top, all tantalisingly fitted and tiny, making his head spin with ideas he ought not to have. She looked damned good. "Now go sit down, I'll bring stuff through. Toothless, make him go sit." Toothless obeyed her without hesitation, nudging at Hiccup until he moved to collapse beside Tuff.<br>"I like this one. Can't you work something out with this one instead?" Tuff muttered of Astrid.  
>"Shut up. Carly is my girlfriend."<br>"Though she did kick you out and tell you she didn't want to see you."  
>"Yeah well… she didn't ditch me."<br>"She as good as."  
>"Here you go, aspirin and water. I'll bring coffee in with your food. Take that and finish the glass in the meantime." She instructed removing the glasses from a tray and placing them on his dad's coasters on the coffee table.<br>"Thank you Astrid" Tuff said in singsong.  
>"Thanks." Hiccup mumbled.<br>"I'll feed Toothless as well. Come on bud, let's get you some breakfast! Good boy!"  
>"I swear he's never that obedient for me." Hiccup muttered watching him follow her.<br>"Eh, you're his best friend, family, he can push the buttons with you. She's new. He'll be good for her."  
>"You sure about that?"<br>"And she's female. He's going to be nice to her. He's better behaved for your mum than your dad. He's as much a ladies man as you." Hiccup couldn't help a snicker at that. There had been a time he'd been a ladies man it was true. Maybe he was a bad influence on Toothless.  
>Astrid came back a few minutes later with bacon butties and strong coffee for them both, Toothless sprawling out and Hiccup's feet.<br>"Make sure you eat the lot boys. I'll be back in a few."  
>"Where you going?" Hiccup asked.<br>"Shower! I just got back from a run! I need one. No Toothless, stay with Hiccup." She told the half wolf who'd raised his head as if to follow her.  
>"See, I like her better. She brings me food, and she lets you drink."<br>"She's also not my girlfriend."  
>"Didn't stop you guys making out when you first met."<br>"I shouldn't have done that, she was just… She's different, she's everything I ever thought I would want in a woman. I was just… captivated. Tempted."  
>"She's much more fun, much nicer… she likes Toothless, she's adventurous, playful, funny… Yeah. She's definitely your dream girl huh?"<br>"Literally. When I first saw her, it was like the living embodiment of the girl I dreamed of since I don't know when."  
>"The girl you'd get off to?" He smirked. Hiccup glared but nodded.<br>"Essentially yeah." He sighed. "Tuff… she just, she fits. In my life. She just fits. My Dad and Gobber love her already, Toothless loves her, and she just… fits into my life. She says goodbye before work, she greets me when she gets in. She makes sure I eat, that I eventually go to sleep." Tuff offered a sympathetic smile.  
>"She's pretty epic. Hiccup… you and Carly aren't happy. Why not just let that one burn out and give this a try? I mean, you said it yourself, she fits into your life." Hiccup shook his head.<br>"I can't Tuff… I've got Carly. We've been together years…"  
>"But that doesn't mean it's right Hiccup. For either of you. You might stay together, get married and be divorced within a year."<br>"Or we could be really happy."  
>"Hiccup, maybe you need to take a chance again. I think you've forgotten how to."<br>"And what happens if I leave Carly for Astrid and it doesn't work out?"  
>"But what if it does?"<p> 
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Chapter Four – Challenges

It was stupid. Such a stupid challenge. But it would be easy right? Right? She walked in, legs bare. No. This was not going to be easy. He didn't know why he'd agreed to this. How had he even arrived at that? Oh yeah… Tuff.  
><em>"<em>_You know Carly isn't the right one."  
>"Shut up Tuff. I'm happy…"<br>"BULLSHIT!"  
>"I am!"<br>"So you don't think about Astrid, ever? In that way?"  
>"Not when I'm sober."<br>"BULLSHIT!"  
>"Tuff!"<br>"Ok… alright. I'll make you a deal, if you can successfully not look at Astrid and get turned on, if you can not think about her in a sexual way, if you can not stare, not kiss, not touch and essentially not be attracted to her, for as long as she's around, I'll chip in for the ring for Carly."  
>"Deal. It'll be easy."<em>

What had he been thinking when he agreed to that? He let his eyes travel up her gorgeous legs and up over her body, spluttering slightly.  
>"Is that…"<br>"Yeah it's your shirt. So what?" She retorted, waving a casual hand, the other resting on her hip.  
>"Why… what…" He could see her figure silhouetted through his shirt. Why did she wear the white one? Her rosy nipples were very visible and it was causing an unwanted reaction in his pants. "Why are you wearing my shirt?" He croaked, trying to drag his eyes off her body.<br>"Eh, it's comfy. And I like not being restricted. This just covers things."  
>"Just." She arched a perfect eyebrow.<br>"You looking are you?"  
>"Kind of hard to… to not." He swallowed hard as she sat up on the table, making it apparent she wasn't wearing underwear either as she crossed her legs.<br>"Shouldn't be looking at me. Last I heard, you still had a girlfriend."  
>"Not my fault you're sat there in next to nothing."<br>"Well you behave Haddock." She winked at him, a dazzling smile on her face.  
>"I always do."<br>"Oh really?"  
>"Yes really."<br>"So you don't do… naughty things?" She was taunting him. It was so dangerous… so tempting.  
>"No. Certainly not when I'm sober."<br>"So then, you can do me a favour?" Her expression was innocent but her eyes said otherwise.  
>"Umm sure?"<br>" I've got this knot, in my back? I just can't reach it and it's starting to give me a bit of grief. Think you can help me out?" Again, he swallowed hard, approaching her with extreme caution. She grinned and turned around, dropping his shirt from her shoulders so he could reach her back. He'd show Tuff he was wrong. He could totally do this without getting turned on. He just wouldn't think like that. He'd be fine.  
>His fingers made contact with her soft flesh, rubbing and kneading at the area she indicated was hurting. She rolled her head back and moaned at what he did. It was truly delicious.<br>"Oh… ooh… Hiccup… That's it… right there!" No… no he was going to fail at this. "Oh god Hiccup!" It was such a wonderful noise, hearing her moaning, and moaning his name. How long had it been since he'd had a girl moan his name? Too long. Far too long. "Mmmm oh… oh…OH…" Oh gods… this was too good. She was so tempting. The sounds, everything.  
>"Astrid…" His voice was low and heavy with desire.<br>"Hiccup…" Her voice was equally low as her head rolled back, looking at him with pupil's dilated. He leaned over her face cautiously, lips barely a breath from hers.  
>"Hiccup…" Oh she was brilliant, amazing, and so temptingly dangerous. "… I thought you were good when sober?" He wasn't sober. He was drunk on her. She grinned at him and moved away, pulling his shirt back onto her shoulders as she did so. "You be good Dr Haddock." She blew a kiss and walked out the room, her hips swaying invitingly as she did so.<p>

Astrid had spent most of the day relaxing in the house with Toothless, having seen Hiccup off to work and was now getting ready to go to work herself. It was getting to be a fairly regular routine and not one she minded at all. It was always fun working with James at the bar. And the money wasn't bad. She was careful to spend very little, putting it away ready for her next adventure. Whatever it might be.  
>Hiccup arrived back looking tired and drained as she came downstairs.<br>"Hey." He said, collapsing onto the sofa. Astrid raised an eyebrow.  
>"Long day?"<br>"Very. We've had everything today. Even had to be there as Dr Martins put down some poor little girl's rabbit. That was brutal. Diagnosed a much loved family dog with cancer, and got scratched up by several cats and attacked by a budgie with an infection."  
>"That does sound like a rough day." She walked into the kitchen to grab her bag and then came back in with a tray laden with his dinner – a steak and ale pie complete with buttery potatoes and carrots. She even gave him a half pint of cider with his meal. She set it down on his lap and he looked up at her with a dopey, blissfully happy expression.<br>"You're an angel."  
>"There's a tub of chocolate ice cream in the freezer for you after. And I made cookies today, they're in the tin on the counter."<br>"I love you." He mumbled through his food before chuckling lightly. She laughed too before giving Toothless a scratch.  
>"I'll see you later bud. Don't wait up boys. Behave!" She laughed before waving them goodbye and heading out. She enjoyed spending time with them. And with Stoick and Gobber. They were great people and she very much enjoyed their company. It was like home with them. Her own had never much felt like home, so this was a new experience for her.<br>It took her a while to walk to the bar, but it was refreshing and she felt good for doing it. She was starting work from half six until close down. It could be long but she'd sleep in in the morning. The first hour would be a little more subdued, then things got more exciting. When she arrived James greeted her and left her to change into her work things (it saved them getting sweaty on route) and met her at the bar. Things were fairly normal until around seven when a group of young women came in, one of whom Astrid recognised as Carly. This could be interesting. Carly didn't like these places according to Hiccup. So why was she here? Astrid was another thing Carly didn't like so that could be fun too. Regardless, when the girls sat down at the bar, Astrid approached them with a friendly smile.  
>"Evening ladies, what can I get for you?" Every girl in the group fixed her with a cold stare.<br>"Is this…?" One curly haired redhead asked, looking at Astrid as though she were dog muck on her shoe.  
>"Yes." Carly responded. Oh goody, Astrid was their topic of conversation prior to entering. Well this WOULD be fun she thought.<br>"Hm. I see what you meant." The redhead scoffed, still looking at Astrid like something unpleasant.  
>"Ok ladies, flattered though I am that you've been discussing me, I'm just here to work. If you have a problem with me serving you I can fetch my boss. I'm here to do a job ladies, not to cause a riot." Astrid said, keeping her tone light, her hands raised in surrender. "So again, can I get anyone anything?" The girls all shared looks before speaking up.<br>"Six lemonades please." The redhead said in a very demeaning tone.  
>"Coming right up." Astrid said, rolling her eyes as she turned away. Girls like that annoyed her. Talking down to her. They thought they were superior. 'Please, girls, I've been dealing with girl shit like this a year and a bit longer than you. Don't try it.' She thought to herself. "Would everyone like ice and a slice of lemon?" She asked.<br>"Oh no ice in three please but no lemon in two with ice and one without and a lime in the other ice one please. And can they all have straws, of different colours so we can tell them apart." They didn't want much did they? Jeez.  
>"Sorry, we only have black straws here." Astrid said apologetically as she could as she began to prepare the drinks.<br>"Oh, pity." The redhead said in an annoying tone. If Astrid weren't working here, and she met this girl, she'd have slapped her. What an annoying human. Carly was giggling at her friend. Astrid served up the drinks and told them the total. "Actually could we put it on a tab and pay at the end of the night? Put it under Mya Court." The redhead said. Astrid obliged.  
>She busied herself serving other customers, some who were regulars that she had a good rapport with, but the girls watched her every move and discussed her fairly obviously. Astrid ignored them. She couldn't be bothered in engage herself in such juvenile bitching and gossiping habits. Carly however seemed determined to elicit a response from her.<br>"She's a total flirt. Very definitely a slut." She was telling her friends.  
>"Oh absolutely! If my Darren behaved the way your Hiccup is, well we'd be seeing lawyers!" One girl said. Astrid scanned her briefly. Judging by her behaviour, appearance – she wore a wedding ring and a dress she just fitted her breasts into - and mannerisms, Astrid would guess she was married and a fairly new mother out for the first night in a while.<br>"I think it's very impressive you've not ended things with him." Another girl said.  
>"Well Hiccup and I are adults. We're in love. I'm not going to throw it away because some slut is flirting with him looking for a one-night stand." She said, as if she was such a big and brave person. Astrid had to try very hard not to scoff. Instead she wiped down a table and then returned to the bar. "I really think he was close to proposing before SHE turned up." Carly said, careful to emphasize the 'she' and stare at Astrid. Astrid didn't care. The way she'd heard it, Hiccup hadn't been thinking about it at all.<br>"What a homewrecker."  
>"Eurgh such a slut. You'd think she'd hit on someone single. Disgusting."<br>"Totally." She had half a mind to slap them all. But it would be a waste of her energy. Besides, child abuse was wrong and they behaved like thirteen year olds.  
>"I've been pretty mad at him but I think we can move past that now. I'm sure he knows he was wrong." Carly continued.<br>"Oh I'm certain." The Mya girl said. "He knows better than to throw a girl like you away on some whore like her." Astrid elected to continue ignoring them as more customers entered, all very happy to chat to her. She was surprised to see Rosie come in, but there was no sign of Mitch.  
>"Hey Rosie, what's up girl?" She said cheerily as she approached looking slightly bashful.<br>"Hi Astrid." Rosie noticed Carly and her friends and pointedly looked away from them, focussing back on Astrid. "Umm, I know you're staying with the Haddocks but I thought I'd do this in person."  
>"What's up?" Astrid asked, eyebrows crinkling with mild concern for her friend.<br>"Well Mitch and I… We're engaged."  
>"Oh my gods really?! Congrats!" Astrid hugged her across the bar. "You want a drink on the house?"<br>"No, not today thanks but we are planning a big party soon so another time perhaps." Rosie said. "Mitch is in the car waiting. I just wanted to drop this to you." She held out a thick envelope.  
>"Wow invites already?" Astrid said surprised.<br>"We got engaged the other day. My mum owns a card shop and they do wedding invites so she made our save the dates. We decided pretty quickly when we wanted it." Rosie explained.  
>"I'm really touched… You want me there?"<br>"Yes. And I'd actually really love it if you'd be a bridesmaid."  
>"What are you serious?" Astrid said in shock.<br>"Yeah, I've got my sister and childhood best friend, Heather and Ruff. But I'd love it if you'd be one too. You made me feel proud of my body instead of ashamed. You've grown on me pretty quickly." She chuckled. "So will you do it?"  
>"Of course! Wow! Thank you!" She hugged Rosie again, looking and feeling dumbfounded. "You sure you don't want…?"<br>"No I'd better go, Mitch wants to drop by to give Hiccup his invite before we go home."  
>"Fair enough. Thank you, Rosie. This means a lot." She said again.<br>"Thanks for agreeing to be my bridesmaid. I'll see you tomorrow for a lunch with the girls maybe? Half one at Caluccios?" Astrid nodded. "Ok, see you there!" Rosie waved goodbye cheerily and Astrid stowed the envelope in her bag before resuming service. Carly and her friends didn't seem impressed by this interaction.  
>"Did she stay she was staying at the Haddocks?" One girl asked Carly and the others.<br>"As in, your Hiccup's Haddocks?"  
>"Isn't Hiccup staying with his dad too?"<br>"Does that mean they're staying in the same place?"  
>"They'd better not be." Carly snapped. Astrid rolled her eyes. It may not be her place, but Hiccup's girlfriend was a bitch. Although given that she and Hiccup had made out when they first met, she didn't blame Carly being a little bit suspicious and jealous. But she was in psycho mode. And not good psycho. Astrid approached cautiously to enquire as to whether they required any refills of their drinks. The girls all turned on her in a heartbeat.<br>"You slut!"  
>"You couldn't leave well out of it could you?!"<br>"Go fuck with a single guy and leave Hiccup alone!"  
>"You total homewrecker! You're a slut and a disgrace!"<br>"You disgust me!"  
>"Total whore!" Astrid just blinked and stood waiting for them to finish shouting abuse at her. She folded her arms and waited. She didn't flinch. She showed no signs of being affected. People were staring but Astrid ignored them. When finally they were done, they stared, looking mildly surprised at the lack of reaction from her.<br>"Are you done?" She said pointedly. They all exchanged looks and nodded slowly. "Lovely. I could have you thrown out for that. I don't have to take you shouting abuse at me. But that would imply that I was bothered by any of it. And I'm not. I have a rule ladies, likely the same one as you. I don't sleep with taken men. I'll admit that I think Hiccup is attractive, and prior to knowing that he had a girlfriend, the thought crossed my mind. But I do not do taken men. So rest assured nothing is going to happen. Now, before you all started shouting abuse at me I came to ask if anyone would like another drink." She said coolly. It was very hard for any of them to answer at all. She'd put them in their place without even raising her voice. She was completely calm and unaffected and that left them all looking a little bit stupid and childish. They eventually shook their heads. "I'll get your bill then." Astrid said, tending to the till. When they'd paid, a few of them leaving a small tip, likely to mark their gratitude for her not throwing them out, she said in a cheery tone "thank you, have a pleasant night" and watched them leave. The rest of the night passed much more easily after that.

"No way! No way!" Hiccup exclaimed as he sat on the sofa with Fishlegs and Rosie, staring at the ring on her finger in disbelief.  
>"Yes way. Engaged." Fishlegs said, a happy smile on his face. Rosie promptly pulled out a save the date for Hiccup.<br>"That was fast."  
>"Her mum made them up. We make quick decision." Fishlegs told him. "Hiccup, I wanted to ask, will you be my best man? I mean you're my best and oldest friend…"<br>"Of course I will! Awww congrats guys! I'm so happy for you both!" He hugged the couple and beamed brightly at them. Fishlegs then excused himself to use the bathroom and Rosie turned smiling to Hiccup. "You guys are going to be so happy together." He said.  
>"I know. I just wish you'd be as happy." She said, a note of sadness in her voice.<br>"What? I am happy Rosie."  
>"For us. But you're not happy yourself." She said looking seriously at him. Rosie was the kind of girl who always saw the little things. She had a beautiful and kind heart and only ever said or did things that would make others happy. She was never rude or unkind. "Hiccup… you know me. And I know you. And you know I wouldn't say anything unless I felt I really needed to." He nodded. He wasn't sure he wanted to hear it anyway. "You aren't happy like this Hiccup. We both know that. You miss this life, the relaxed life. With Toothless, with your friends. Drinking nights with Tuff and Snotlout. I know you do. Carly doesn't make you happy anymore Hiccup. I'm not saying you should try things with Astrid or anything. But I just think… you need to make choices that'll make you happy. I don't want to see you at my wedding looking like you do now. A little lost and incomplete, a false happiness on your face. I'd rather you came alone than came in a relationship you aren't happy in." She looked so sincere and concerned that Hiccup had to smile and squeeze her hand.<br>"I know you just want what's best for me. And I promise that on your wedding day, only you and Fishlegs will be happier."  
>"Hiccup…"<br>"Rosie, I promise I'll be ok."  
>"Astrid is coming to the wedding too… I asked her to be a bridesmaid." Rosie added.<br>"Ok, I'm sure that'll be nice." Rosie rolled her eyes.  
>"Hiccup. I don't say things like this much so you're going to shut up and actually listen and process this. You aren't happy. So you need to change that. Carly isn't the one so far as any of us can see. I think you need to think seriously about how much longer you're willing to be unhappy for." Toothless helpfully walked in to say hello at this point. "And you need to think about what things you're really willing to give up for her. Are you really willing to give up your friends? Your nights out? Your dreams of travelling? Are you really willing to give up Toothless for her? And if you are thinking the answer is that you're not willing to give up even one of those for her… then maybe you need to think about calling it quits." Rosie said gently as Fishlegs re-entered.<br>"Ready to go?"  
>"Yes. Think about it. Goodnight Hiccup."<br>"Night Rosie. Night Mitch." And they left, leaving Hiccup with more to think about than he had planned.

Astrid got back very late that night and felt completely drained herself. After all the drama of Carly and her friends, Rosie asking her to be a bridesmaid, and the usual chaos of a night at the bar, Astrid really did feel wiped out. She had only been in a few minutes when a soft padding and thumping on the stairs alerted her to the presence of Toothless. She smiled and gave the half wolf a treat.  
>"Hey bud. I told you not to wait up." She teased crouching down to scratch him. She sighed. "Oh Toothless, Hiccup's psycho girlfriend came in with some friends tonight. They all had a good bitch about me and to my face. In front of other customers. Charming group. I ignored what they said mostly, but it's not the greatest feeling to have a bunch of girls shouting and muttering abuse at you or about you." She hugged him and kissed his furry head. "It was a real challenge not to lose my cool with them. But I managed it bud. I really don't know what Hiccup sees in her. Or why they're together. She won't even let you stay. I guess in the end, it'll be a choice… you or her. I hope he chooses you bud. You're his best friend. And I think she's just going to make him miserable. I just hope he realises that sooner rather than later."<br>Hiccup was standing in the landing and heard every word. He sighed and slunk off to go back to bed. Carly seemed to be brushing people up the wrong way. His friends didn't like her, she didn't like Toothless. He already knew his dad and Gobber liked Astrid better. They'd only met Carly a few times. Carly hadn't even met his mother. He really was starting to question this relationship.  
>He tripped in the hallway and Astrid then became aware of his presence.<br>"You too?" She said in a hushed whisper, chuckling lightly. "Thought I told you boys not to wait up." Hiccup grinned sheepishly at her.  
>"Well you were good to feed me and things, figured I owed you at least a hot chocolate when you got home." He said and she smiled warmly.<br>"Sounds wonderful. Would you care to join me?" Now he was up, he figured, why not? And so they made hot chocolate and sat on the sofa together with Toothless sleeping on the floor in front of them as they talked. They discussed the engagement of Fishlegs and Rosie among other topics such as Toothless. Astrid didn't mention Carly and Hiccup didn't dare broach the subject. She told him about having lunch with the girls tomorrow and he told her about how he was overseeing an operation on a dog's knee tomorrow. Time ticked by and eventually, after a loud yawn from Astrid, they agreed it was probably time they headed to bed. Toothless lumbered sleepily up the stairs behind them. Astrid kissed Toothless goodnight and then bade goodnight to Hiccup before she slipped into her room. Hiccup sighed as she left them and closed the door to his own room. Toothless gave him a look, that even with sleepy eyes, Hiccup read perfectly.  
>"Don't give me that look. Everyone keeps giving me that look." He sighed again. "I just don't know bud. I just don't know." He climbed back into bed and Toothless came to lay by him. Very unhelpfully, Toothless appeared to have adopted Astrid's jumper as a blanket and bought it up with him. All night Hiccup could smell the sweet scent of Astrid in his bed. Between that and Toothless occasionally snoring, it was no surprise he dreamed of living with Astrid, in their own home, with Toothless. Part of him reminding, it didn't have to just be a dream.<p> 


	5. Bargaining and Brothers

Chapter Five –Bargaining and Brothers

Caluccio's was as busy as ever. The soft din of chatter filled the room and the rich aromas of the food wafted into Astrid's nostrils as she entered. Rosie, Heather and Ruff were already sat at a table and waved her over cheerily.  
>The smile on Rosie's face as Astrid joined them was unbelievable. She looked so impossibly happy right then, and it was impossible not to be struck by rays of joy and excitement as she took her seat. Even Ruff looked fairly giddy.<br>Heather was quick to order a buck's fizz for Astrid too which was at their table within minutes. Astrid raised her glass "Well, here's to Rosie and Mitch! Congrats to you guys on your engagement!" She toasted and the others raised their glasses as well.  
>"I'm just so excited! I can hardly contain myself! And I know there's time before the wedding… but I'm just so keen to get started with things!" Rosie said, beaming and so giddy you might have thought her drunk.<br>"I can't blame you for that at all! If I were engaged I'd be just as excited!" Heather agreed. Despite the smile on Ruff's face, it was clear this wasn't her usual topic of discussion.  
>"Do we have to wear frilly dresses as bridesmaids?" She asked, pulling a slight face of disgust at the thought.<br>"Of course not! The dresses will be totally tasteful and I'm not big on frills!" Rosie assured. "Something simplistic but stylish." Ruff didn't look too convinced. Elegance and class weren't words Astrid would associate with the boisterous blonde. Ruff was the kind of girl who could probably pull off short skirts and dresses and look hot as all hell, but would look totally out of place in a long elegant bridesmaid gown.  
>"What colour scheme are you guys thinking of?" Heather asked.<br>She, unlike Ruff, would be more than at home in some floaty gown, hair and make-up done up to the height of sophistication. It was clear from the look on Heather's face that her friend getting married, giving an excuse to dress up nice was a dream come true. Astrid had to hide a grin imagining Heather planning her own wedding someday. That would be interesting. Heather could more than kick ass, but she could be the classiest and most graceful bitch you'd ever meet when she wanted. Astrid didn't know if there was a style of wedding gown entitled 'elegant, stylish and classy kick ass bitch', but that would be Heather.  
>"We're thinking soft pinks and pastel yellows. Nothing too bold, simple and elegant. Maybe the occasional splash of a pastel green here and there." Rosie was saying. Ruff rolled her eyes at the mention of 'pink'. Astrid could just about see Ruff in some hot pink top, but something soft and pale? Not at all.<br>The roll of Ruff's eyes didn't go unnoticed.  
>"Ruff… It's Rosie's day. If she wants us wearing pink, then we should wear pink. It's one day…"<br>"And an eternity in the photos." Ruff pointed out.  
>"Look Ruff, when you get married," Ruff scoffed "you can have us wear whatever colours you like. But this is Rosie's wedding. So we do what she wants." Heather told her, voice firm.<br>Astrid could understand. This was Rosie's day. So they would put up with whatever colour or dress was required.  
>"Heather is right Ruff…" Astrid began, but Ruff cut her off, a mad gleam in her eyes.<br>"I'll make you all a deal." They raised uncertain eyebrows. "I'll wear whatever hell colour or style dress you choose, without complaint or anything…" There was a big but coming here. Astrid could feel it brewing. And from the way Ruff glanced at her, she had a feeling she was somehow involved. "…If Astrid hooks up with Hiccup." She stated after a suitably dramatic pause.  
>Astrid verbalised her protest, reminding Ruff she didn't fuck with taken men. Heather bit her lip.<br>"What if he broke up with her? Then would you…?"  
>"You guys are unbelievable!" Astrid exclaimed. "I'm not going to be some rebound. Hiccup is a big boy, he can make his own choices."<br>"But he isn't happy…" Rosie said quietly.  
>"That's not my problem to fix." Astrid snapped.<br>"Ok ok, compromise… Ruff has to go with whatever Rosie says without complaint, but Astrid walks with the best man, has a photo with him and dances at least one dance with him."  
>"The best man? I said Hic…"<br>"Hiccup is the best man dummy." Heather added, rolling her own eyes.  
>"Oh. Ok fine. I'll consent to that. Astrid?" Ruff said now turning her attention to Astrid. Astrid didn't know about this. It felt far more like a trap than a bargain. But if it would make Ruff be a good obedient bridesmaid without complaint for Rosie, then she'd agree.<br>"Fine, it's a deal."

Hiccup had just come out from finishing assisting on surgery on a dog's knee. He wiped his brow and then sighed happily. Everything had gone really well and the dog was in recovery looking cheerful enough despite being forced into a cone of shame to keep him from chewing his stitches. Hiccup vividly recalled Toothless' disdain when he'd had to wear one after having his leg amputated. And being half wolf, he really hadn't liked it.  
>Dr Martins had given him a break for an hour following the surgery and Hiccup intended to make the most of it. He might even go out for lunch. He could really go for a burger right now. Or maybe pizza. He retrieved his bag and checked his phone. Sixteen messages and two missed calls.<p>

The first missed call was from Carly, the second from his mum. He'd deal with that one later. Instead he checked the messages. Fifteen from Carly and one from Tuff. With a far heavier sigh than one would ordinarily use in regards to their girlfriend, Hiccup opened the messages from Carly.

_Carly: Hey Hiccup. I was thinking maybe it was time you came back. I think you've learnt your lesson by now and this is pretty childish. __**Sent at 10.12**__  
>Carly: Just out of curiosity, has that girl been staying at your dad's? Whilst you've been there? <em>_**Sent 11.15  
><strong>__Carly: Is she with you now? Is that why you aren't replying? Are you fucking her? __**Sent 11.49  
><strong>__Carly: Oh my gods Hiccup fucking answer! __**Sent 12.04  
><strong>__Carly: You are actually fucking her aren't you?! __**Sent 12.11  
><strong>__Carly: You Man-Whore! I hate you! __**Sent 12.17  
><strong>__Carly: Don't bother coming back after all! Fuck you and fuck her! __**Sent 12.21  
><strong>__Carly: Actually don't fuck her. If you ever loved me at all stop fucking her and come back to me. __**Sent 12.28  
><strong>__Carly: Actually if you're fucking her then you can fuck off out of my life. I don't want a cheat. __**Sent 12.38  
><strong>__Carly: Please don't be fucking her. I thought we had something special. I thought you loved me. __**Sent 12.52  
><strong>__Carly: If you love me call me now. __**Sent 13.01  
><strong>__Carly: Call me now, Hiccup. Or I'll know you never loved me. __**Sent 13.08  
><strong>__Carly: Do you not even love me slightly? Not ever? Hiccup, call! __**Sent 13.13  
><strong>__Carly: Oh my fucking gods it's been over an hour are you still fucking her? __**Sent 13.27  
><strong>__Carly: That's it Hiccup! You either fucking call me or I swear we're done! __**Sent 13.39  
><strong>__Carly: Ok I take that back. We're not done. But you better have a fucking good explanation and an alibi! __**Sent 13.59  
><strong>_Hiccup groaned heavily. Talk about paranoid. And where was the trust? Ok, so he'd kissed Astrid… and he might have got off to her… more than once… but that was when they first met! At least mostly. He hadn't kissed her since at least. But Carly didn't know that. She didn't know he'd kissed her at all. He could understand a little jealousy, but this was insanity. This was enough crazy to send any guy running for the hills and the idea was starting to look good to Hiccup.  
>He sighed again. He didn't want to talk to her right now. He wanted to go out and eat and relax. He clicked onto the message from Tuff instead.<br>_Tuff: Burgers at Bernie's at half two. You game? __**Sent 13.44  
><strong>_That was more like it. Hiccup quickly tapped out a response to Tuff.  
><em>Hiccup: Hell yes. See you there soon. <em>_**Sent 14.05**__  
><em>He looked back to the messages from Carly. Did he respond now or later and just tell her he hadn't checked his phone all day because he was at work and then at lunch? He could claim he'd planned this lunch yesterday. Yeah… that would work. She'd still get mad. But he didn't much care right now.  
>Lying to his girlfriend. This had to be a bad move.<p>

He was a little late but no-one seemed to mind. Tuff eagerly waved him over and gripped him in one of his affectionate headlocks in which he rubbed the flat of his fist on the top of Hiccup's head to ruffle his hair.  
>"Yeah, hi Tuff…" Hiccup grunted as he strained against Tuff's grip. "…It's good to see you too." He said as Tuff finally released him. Snotlout settled for a plain fist bump as Hiccup sat down at the table. "Alright Snotlout."<br>"Ah, good to have you both here. Shall I order the usual?" Tuff said with a quick glance at the menu. Snotlout shrugged.  
>"Yeah, why not? Hiccup?"<br>"Just order me a double of my usual burger with fries and onion rings. I'm starving." Hiccup said and Tuff went to place their order.  
>"Not watching your figure then?" Snotlout teased.<br>"And why would I be doing that?" Hiccup asked raising an eyebrow.  
>"You know, a good little wife keeps her figure for her man." He snorted. Hiccup scowled.<br>"I'm not female or married." He muttered darkly.  
>"Yeah but you're still whipped like an obedient wife. Or husband I guess." Tuff said, re-joining them with large glasses of coke. Hiccup shot a glare at Tuff too. "How is our little challenge slash bargain going anyway?" Tuff asked, resting his chin on clasped hands, elbows on the table and a dangerously innocently challenging look on his face. Hiccup gritted his teeth.<br>"Fine. It's going great." Tuff's smile just stretched to his ears.  
>"Not so well for you then." He remarked and Snotlout sniggered.<br>"I spent too much time with you guys in my youth" Hiccup said sighing and rubbing his forehead with his thumb and forefinger.  
>"Look man, no one thinks less of you for it. Well, maybe saint Fishlegs the high and mighty. But not us." Snotlout said, gesturing to himself and Tuff.<br>"Yeah, we're your bros Hiccup!" He declared proudly. "Bros before hos and all that!"  
>"Exactly. And you've been putting the ho before your bros." Snotlout pointed out. He and Tuff might possibly have maybe sort of schemed, just a little tiny bare minimum a-z plan scheme. Tuff nodded firmly at Snotlout's words.<br>"We used to hang out all the time Hic! Not just for drinking and hooking each other up, but just hanging out! Like here at Bernie's!" Tuff insisted  
>"And chilling with Heather and Ruff, just laughing. And Fishlegs and Rosie too." Snotlout piled on. "And with their wedding having been announced…"<br>"Well it would be good to have the gang spend time together again! Before they become a 'married couple'" Tuff added.  
>"And we obviously have to have a bachelor party for Fishlegs and we need fun Hiccup for that."<br>"Our brother, you are needed by your bros. We miss these little meet ups and gatherings. Just bros hanging out and being bros." Tuff said dramatically.  
>"Yeah, and we miss having the furry brother with us too. He could pull more ladies than all of us combined! Best wing man."<br>"But we can't remember the last time we saw him, besides after those two drunken nights." They were really laying it on thick now. It was almost time for the piece de resistance.  
>"And whilst we are not particularly fans of your ho…" Hiccup glared at Snotlout who waved it off. "… For the purposes of this discussion (argument) all romantically or sexually involved females shall be referred to as 'hos'."<br>"It fits with the bro thing, you know?" Tuff added. Hiccup had to smile and shake his head at them before gesturing to them to continue.  
>"As I was saying, whilst we are not fans of your ho…" Snotlout began<br>"… and though we much prefer the ho known formerly as Astrid…"  
>"… We did make a deal to support your relationship provided you could resist Astrid's lures and tempting features etcetera etcetera…" Snotlout continued.<br>"… However we now add one request." Tuff said and both looked seriously at Hiccup.  
>"If your relationship with Carly is to continue, you have to swear to still spend time with us. Just you. Not those fleeting visits or the occasional lunch." Snotlout was saying, tone oddly serious.<br>"But a night out every now and then. Not to get raging drunk, necessarily, but to have a few and have a laugh."  
>"Seeing us more than once every month you know? We're your bros. And we've been rather shunned lately and we don't want that to keep happening. Bros before hos." He took a deep breath and looked at Tuff. Time for the coup de grad. The piece de resistance. "But most important…"<br>"No more shunning of the ultimate brother. The one and only Toothless." Tuff said, dead serious but dramatic. It had the desired effect. It hit home. Hiccup stopped still and stared ahead.  
>Had he really shunned his best friend? His wolf brother?<br>Yes.  
>And they were right. It couldn't go on. He couldn't live without Toothless. Toothless was his best friend and his brother. His saviour and sanity. They were right, if he was to stay with Carly, things had to change in regards to Toothless.<br>He looked up at his friends. His partners in crime. His brothers. Snotlout was his cousin, his friend and his bro. Tuff was his friend, his biggest partner in crime and his brother. Since the end of high school they'd tackled the world together. The three of them caused chaos and craziness wherever they went. They were a team. The three musketeers. They were wolves in their own right. A pack patrolling the night.  
>He thought about Toothless again. Toothless was his pack. Tuff was his pack. Snotlout too. And Fishlegs. And Heather and Rosie and Ruff.<br>And Astrid. Maybe. A wandering wolf. Still roaming the wild searching for the pack she belonged to.  
>Toothless had found him. Maybe Astrid would find them too.<br>They'd be her pack. Her team. Her friends.  
>He stared at Tuff and Snotlout who gave sympathetic smiles, as if reading his thoughts. He smiled too.<br>"Bros before hos." He said grinning. "We're a wolf pack. And a wolf pack sticks together." They bumped fists and Tuff laughed before howling like a wolf. Hiccup and Snotlout shrugged and howled with him.


End file.
